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My D£AB Chbistian Fbiends, 

KnowÍDg, that with m^rself, you take a 
deep interest in the welfare of our Schools^ and in 
all e£fbrts for the promotion of God's glory, and 
the extension of the Redeemer's kingdom in the 
salvation of souls; and hoping that under the 
Divine hlessing, this puhlication will he suhservient 
to hoth these purposes : — I dedicate it to you ; 
trusting that the same spirit of Ghristian love, that 
prompts me to a/fêr, will also prompt you to 
accept 

That "every good and perfect gift" may be 
yours in time ; and that ** having turned many to 
righteousness, you may shine as the stars/' in 
eéemiff/, is the sincere desire of 

Your affectionate Fellow Teacher, 

MATILDA BASSEn\ 



PREFACE, 



In laylng the foUowing before the publíc, it 
may be deemed by some, that I am outstepping 
my place, in thus courting notariety through the 
\yceQ3, and throwing down the gauntlet to criticism. 
Should I incur this charge, I must seek absolution 
by casting all the odium of the censure, on those 
y/ eW-me&mng friends, through whose advice, and 
in accordance with whose wishes I have allowed 
the publication to be made. 

For my own part, I seek neither personal 
aggrandizement, nor the fleeting compliment of a 
mere literary honor — no — the simple desire of being 
useful in *^ my day and generation," has actuated ; 
and the knowledge that if all other results fail, 
at least I come forward as a " witness for the 
truth** has prompted me, to acquiesce in the oft- 
repeatcd desire, that these imperfect thoughts 
should assumé the form in which they now appear. 
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They are not the effusions of one employed in 
the acquisition of classical information, but in the 
more active duties of life, and cannot therefore be 
supposed to lay any claim to correctness of style, 
or elegance of composition. I know of no rule of 
metre, beyond that of my own taste for poetry ; 
Úie friendlj/, therefore, must not be too hasty in 
judgingf nor the criiic in condemning, The merit 
(if any) lies entirelyin the sublimity of the suhjects 
themselves, and not in the mode of treatment : and 
if through my instumentality, any hitherto regard 
less of " the things which makefor their everlasting 
peace" should be led to " seek and Jind^^ ; any 
enquirer, directed ; — any **mourner in Zion, com- 
foitid" — or any believer, "built up and edified"; 
to His name be all the praise, who is pleased to 
" perfect strength*' in weakness, and to " choose the 
loeak things of the world to confound the things 
that are mighty," " that no flesh may glory in His 
presence." 

" TrutK^ Í8 intended to describe the work of 
the Holy Spirit in the heart of the awakened 
sinner— as to its orthodoxy the reader is advised to 
compare it with Scripture itself — and reject all as 
pseudodox that will not bear the test of that un- 
erring standing of Divine Truth. 

In " Peter*^ I may have taken a different 
opinion of the Apostle's character and conduct, from 
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that held by many — and it may strike some that the 
premises on which thepoem is sustained, are not likely 
to be entertained by any who may have studied 
Peter's life — such, I would refer to Dr. Krum- 
macher's " Elyah,*' where in the 4th section of 
" Tabor, the Mount of Transfiguration," it wiU be 
found alluded to, as a commonly received opinion. 

" The Death of SaraN' of course is chiefly 
imaginative, but I hope that the fanciful portions 
will not be found to exceed the bounds of possible 
truth— for a few thoughts contained in it, I am 
indebted to the Rev. J. A. WiUie's, beautiful little 
book " Scenes from the Bible." 

" Bethany " also contains much that is specu- 
lative — the Bible giving but mere outlim scenery, 
the mind of every contemplative reader is (I think) 
at liberty to fill up the picture, according as light 
or shade may be truthfuUy employed. 

The smaller pieces being hastily written, may 
almost be considered as impromptu performances, 
and raust stand or fall by their own merit. 

Such then is the " bread cast upon the waters,^" 
— it goes forth with many prayers for a Divine 
blessing on its humble efforts, and the fuU convic- 
tion that " if it is of the Lord, it will prosper, and if 
noty it will (and let it) fall to the ground." 

I would also take this opportunity of drawing 
attention to the Charity whose cause Ihoi^el\Á&\2*ii»s^ 
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book will advance — ^let it not be said tbat witb God'f 
word in our bands any sbould perísb " for lack of 
knowledge "— tbcre are bundreds of **little ones" 
in our ** bigbways and bedgeciy^ wbo are seeking to 
stay tbemselves on tbat ** wbicb is not bread/' wben 
tbe ** crumbs from tbe ricb man's table '* would 
prove a wbolesome and soul-vivifying meal — sball 
*' no man care for tbeir souls," wben tbe promise is 
<* be tbat batb pity on the poor lendeth unto the 

Lord; and tbat wbicb be batb ^tr^, will^0 j^ay 
him again *' f 

M.B. 



Woolmch, Sept. 29th, 1849. 
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AN ACROSTIC. 



CTj^e Ht^tiMian. 



Rioa in good works, but not in these his tnut. 
Emptíed of selfy he bows before the throne, 
Yiews Grod in Christ, and rests in him alone. 

Cftn all Úïefancied bliss of earth afford 
Aught of the peace he finds in Christ his Lord P 
Poor are the meagre joja of time and sense, 
Earth's riehest treasures ne'er to him dispense 
Lore, faith, or hope, religion's recompense. 

Man^ lost bj natnre, puts in self Ins trust, 
0*erlooks the declaration, ** God isjust" 
Labours for heayen, by his oum worhs to gain, 
Yeams for the purchase, but he jeams in yain : 
Not so the Christian, Christ is aU hispUa^ 
Etemal Godhead died to set him free ; 
Upward he looks, and though all hell should frown, 
' Xalts the cross in life — then wears the crown. 



September^ 1843. 



IMPROMPÏU. 



^O t^t ^tttt 



TThbn firom the regions of eternal night 
The great Creator cried, '* Let there he light,'* 
Thou in ohedience to Hb first command 
Burst forth to sight, from his unerring hand, 
A glorious orh; and still dost hold the swaj 
Of Hearen's vast concaye, a majestic hand, 
By g^ving light to all, and making darkness day. 



Jme, 1843. 



x 



CTo tftt ®ttan. 

Who shall descríbe the Infínite ? Shall man, 

The fínite ? Shall he whose mind 

When at its utmost stretch of tension» 

Scarce seeing aught, above the level 

Of his own low grovelling — thall he attempt 

To speak of that which passeth comprehension ? 

Will words suffice to tell of an expanse immeastirable, 

Surpassing human thought? 

They will not, 
But e'en man's poor conceptions of sublime 
Are sometimes such, that, from comparíson 
Of the createdf we have, as 'twere, a glimpse 
Of the Creator. . . . What then His power • 
Whose fíat called the waters to existence ? 
What His strength ! who set the bounds 
Of ocean*8 limits, and by " beachey girdle"* 
Stayed the rushing torrent in its course 
Impetuous! say, was He not omnipotent ? 
"Thus far thou may^st reach — ^but beyond 
Thy proud waves go not, here thy course 
Is set." This was His ordinance, when 
From forth chaotic mass He new created, 

* Shakespeam. 
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And the wateirs that were above divided 
From out the nether. Then *twas that first 
Fair Cynthia stooped from high to view 
Her silrer cresset in the translucent mirror; 
Then the youthful Phoebus first disclosed 
His rosj disc on thy pure, placid bosom, 
And darting 'thwart thj sur^e, his bright rays 
Unseated night from off her " ebon throne ; ** * 
Then the silver j sheen, and blue ethereal 

Of Hearen's vast concave, saw and knew 

The beauty of their own reflected image : 

No tempest then, or midnight torrent hurl'd 

Their violence to break thj crjstal surface ; 

No stepless storm or cloud of thunder found 

In thee an álfy, dashing the rocks 

And sandj beach with child-like petulance; 

No— one clear expanse, one mighty deep, then, 

Like a pure infant in its nurse*s arms, 

Thou cradled'st safelj, thj Maker's glory, as thy one 

ambition 
Forth shadowing — a fitting emblem then 
Of Him, who when, with eye deep searching, 
Looking upon His handy work, He thee pronounced 
To be in His sight "very good. But, ohl 
How changed ! how now unlike 
Thy glory primitive — ^now the lightning's flash, 
And deep-toned thunder, the ángry winds, 

• Toung. 
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Aná dashing cataract ; the whirlpool deep, 

Aod &tal under-current; all conspire 

To rend thy hosom; that with hoarse roice, 

Made furious with intemal wrongs, thou now 

Dost vent thy spite on man who trusts thee. 

Fit tjpe of sin ! which first, all-seeming íkir, 

Tempts the poor worm of earth, his all t* embark; 

But having gained his confidence — and retreat 

Lnpossible — the treacherous monster ope's 

His yawning mouth, and to the deep consigns 

His erring victim. Such art thou, insatiate! 

But once thou hadst a check, when He, 

Thy Master, on thy bosom slept — ^the bark 

In which He toiled thou thought*st 

To make thy prey — ^but He awaked 

With cry of " Lord, we perish," to thee tumed, 

And with a voice inspiring awe, 

Majestic with command, " Be stiU,'* He cried ; 

Thy waves, before so furious, sank down 

Abashed, and their " frothy helms" * ky low 

In absolute subjection — ^thou could'st not at His voice 

Refuse obedience ; nay, proud as thou art, 

Strong and impetuous, yet stronger He who gave 

Thy being, and with arm omnipotent, 

Though veiled in fiesh, thee held, as now, 

Safe in " the hoUow of His hand.'^ 

February, 1848. 

* Mn. Sifourney. 



jrttttíí— a Ft0ion« 



St. John, 16—13, U. 1 Corinthians, 13—13.- 



In meditative mood 
I found mjself, calm was my mind, and placid 
As the lake before *tis ruffled by the rushing tempest i 
My heart and spirit softened, and ready to receive 
The impresB of the Spirit, as doth the melted wax 
The image of the all-reflecting seal; 
My thoughts they wandered, and my fancy took 
A range excursive, and yet all seemed so truthful 
That I could ne*er withstand its recollection. 
Methought I found myself (how there I know not) 
Within a field, vast in its range, and unconfíned 
By any kind of limit, ezcepting that 
Of my own weak and treacherous eyesight. 
Hete then I stood, but stíU and motionless 
As one whose purple current, flowing free and fast 
Through viaducts wondrous and intricate, 
Is suddenly arrested, and in its course precipitatef 
Finds a harsh check by any sudden burst 
Of phrenzied passion. The field was wide, 
And yet I knew not how to steer my course 
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So I might reach the long-wished haven. 

Suddenly a mighty hand (although invisihle) 

Lay on me. It came, I know not whence, 

As doth the wind when in its full-toned fur j ; 

A voice, not such as used hj natural man 

Unto his fellow, hut with accents, sharp and cutting 

As doth a two-edged sword, divided hj their piercing 

The very marrow of my soul and body; 

''This field,'' it cried, ** if thou would*st know its name, 

And whence, and where it leadeth, is called TrtUh; 

And if thou hast the willing heart, 'tvnll lead 

From Satan's darkness to the realms of light : 

The way is straight and simple, and so clear 

That he may ' read that runneth,* if so be 

He wiU accept the guidance of my teaching. 

/planned this field, and I alone can show 

The weary wanderer and the heavy laden 

The way to peace, to bliss, to life, to heaven. 

But this f attaÍD, thou must commit thyself 

Solely unto me, and renounce all vain dependence 

On thine oum strength and goodness ; be weak, 

And then.strong shalt thou be in strength 

Of Him whose kingdom this road findeth.'* 

He ceased — and for the first time a weight 

And sense of wretchedness lay on me, and 

Had he not saved, by arm omnipoteut, 

My foot from slipping, I should bave sank 

In abject wretchedness, bow'd down to earth. 
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He bade me not despair, and I resolved 

To foUow where He led me. 1 had not lost 

My natural sight, things phjsical were clear, 

But, oh! the mind was dark as midnight. 

My guide before me placed, in contact near, 

A mirror, clear as the sun at noontide, 

And I saw transcribed, awfuUy legible, 

The very counterpart of mind of Deity. 

No flaw waa there, but on it plainly traced 

The law in its requirements. *^Do this, and live ; 

Transgress, and die ! ** cried He, with voice 

Beep as hoarse thunder, when írom *'crag to crag'" 

It sounds reverberating, loud and tremulous — : 

The lightning flashed — and then methought 

The sword of wrath was about to be unsheathed. 

I knew my heart was far irom being perfect, 

But still that Crod was infinite in mercy; 

I knew it would not bear strict scrutiny, 

Nor stand the search of His all-seeing eye. 

But I had done my best, and He who died 

To save, would by His merit place 

Whate*er was wanting down to my account. 

1 knew not yet that every thought and word — 
Nay, every deed and act — would, in the balance 
Of His sanctuary, be weighed, and wanting found. 
I felt secure, for by the cursory glance 
I had not seen how deep and sore it probed 

* Byron. 



TBDTH — A VI8I0N. 13 

The wounds of mj self-ríghteousness ; 

But when the thunder-cloud and cleaving 

Earthquake sounded, my mind hecame 

A chaos of strange fears — mistrust arrayed 

The future with forehodings direftil. I tríed, 

But could noty shake off a presentiment 

That evil was hefore me. There might, perhaps, 

Be more concealed than what I chose to acknowledge. 

So— tuming to the voice — ^I there hesought Him 

To unfold the mjstery, even though it slay me. 

As in a moment, quick hefore mj eye, 

He placed the convex suríace, and I saw transcríhed 

The law, in all its length and thickness, reaching 

The hidden thoughts and motives of my heart. 

" This, if thou hreak," cried He, " is sin, 

For * sin is the transgression of the law/ and He 

Who knoweth all the mind of man, hath said, 

' I will hj no means clear the guilty, hut will visit 

With due reward and * wages, which is death,* 

Etemal, ceaseless, hopeless, awful death!*' 

Here was a fearful view, for " my * conscience, 

Like a glassy lake hefore, now lashed 

In foaming waves," up started, and with thoughts, 

Sharp piercing, me accused with, " Hast thou 

Thus well fulfílled? never hy thought 

Of foolishness, or word of mouth, or act, 

Thy Maker disoheyed?" 
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Quick as thought 

My guide, (who seemed to know direct 
The hidden movements of my heart and soul,) 
By dezt*rou8 hand, the pond'rous mirror tumed, 
And then hefore mj sight, in close array, 
Again he held it — hut, oh ! how changed — 
How hideous— how soul-harrowing was the sight ! 
"That which fírst I shewed,*' said He, ^' was what 
The law requires thou shouIcTst be—tlús 

Is what thou art! Conceived in sin, 

And shapen in iniquity; from crown of head 

To very soul of foot, one mass of wounds, 

Of unhound hruises, putrif jing sores, 

Leprous within, without, ne'er molified 

With ointment, or closed up with oil, 

How wilt thou thettf* continued he *^ appear 

Before the throne of Him, so just and hol j, 

That e*en the Seraphim who crowd around Him 

Hide ^their diminished heads,** and veil their faces 

Wfaile they with foUy stand accused! 

Say how ! How, when hefore his judgment seat 

Arraigned, and self-convicted, wilt thou meet 

His searching eye, reading thy very soul! 

And when the accusing angel points, 

With direful vengeance, to the hroken law, 

Demanding death or justice — and the powers 

Of hell surround thee, impatient to fulfíl 

• MUton. 
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The sentence loud, * Depart je cuned;* saj, 

To whom then wilt thou look, with eje imploring, 

To save thee from the sight of Deit j incensed ? 

What will the dumb creation then avail, 

When with a piercing crj and thrill of anguish, 

Wrong from thj phrenzied, agonized sool, 

Thou call'st upon the rocks and hills 

To hide from sight of Him thj goilt j head ? 

What will it profit then, if, doring liíe, 

The world and all its riches thou conld'st call 

Thine own possession, and having gained and wom 

Its fleeting honorsy after length of dajs 

The King of Terrors called, and thoa did'st sink 

Disgosted with the empt j gilded babble ? 

Will honor, glorj, or the empt j soand, 

Which the Mow-kneeling multitude** call Fame, 

Be then thj plea whj sentence should not pass ? 

Oh ! no, I swear, obedience to the law, 

And that alone, implicit, without flaw, 

Hot n^^ve^ but adfjuil in fulfílment, 

In everj jot and tittle, without taint 

Of Bin, will stand thee, when He calls 

For justice or for vengeance !" 

He ceased,* 

And I before him prostrate fell, and owned 
Mj guilt, but pleaded there for mercj. 
** Whither shall I flee, where look, 
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What do, that I may have whereof to boast 

In that great day." I rose and thought 

I had received strength — ^but it was naught 

But vain dependance — ^and resolved 

To cleanse with <* soap and nitre," and with after-life 

Of penitence to waish awaj the curse 

From ofF my guiltj soul. But then, again, 

'* Do this, and live; transgress, and die," appeared 

In characters, as written with a aunbeam. 

My guide commenced, " And dost thou think 

That, if *twere possible to frame thy life 

In strict accordance with His perfect will, 

It would make restitution for the law thou'st broken ; 

Or from a guilty heart, with sin defiled, 

Can flow those acts that will for guilt atone ?'' 

I felt 'twas hopeless, and before Him cried, 

" Lord, teach me, lead me where thou wilt." 

He took me by the hand, and on His arm 

Omnipotent, I leaned, and to His sure guidance 

Mjself committed, that He might lead me where 

It seemed most fitting to His wisdom. 

I He led me 

Where a wicket gate stood strait and closed, 

But on the portico He bade me look 

Where was inscribed, " Enock, and it shall be ope'd." 

With trembling eagemess I raised my hand 

And knocked, but with suchieeble sound, 

Twas* doubtful whether it would gain an answer. 
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But, ere the eoho famt had died awaj, 

A voice within cried out, *' Who asks aud wants 

Admittance?" but soon my guide perceiving, 

Straight the bolts flung back, and on its hinges 

Opened wide it hung, and One advanced, 

With look benignant, and with a voice 

Both sweet and cheerful, me thus addressed : 

" By virtue of my promise o'er the door 

Inscribed, thou'st found an entrance ; now ask me 

£*en what thou wilt, and the same truth that gave 

The^r*í, wiU now concede to aU thy wishes." 

- He ceased, and I, as one bereíl of reason, 

Cried out, in agony, ** Lord, give me that 

Wherein to stand in that great fínal day 

Of awful retribution — give me peace 

Here on my way, and hope in the hereafter.'* 

With the same loving look and earnest voice, 

Flowing in melodious cadence, He replied, 

" Seek, and it shall not be vain, but lean not 

On thine oym discretion ; trust to thy guide 

Without misgiving or credulity." To him I turned, 

And with faint voice besought Him then 

l'o lead me in the path of righteousness. 

• ••••• 

I felt that I was naked, and I knew 
That t' appear before a holy, upright, God, 
A perfect robe was needed, wherewith to hide 
My natural fílthiness ; for I ha.d ^c^m^^. 
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By tears and penitance to wash away 

The hideous stains of foul deformity : but the more 

I Btrovey the deeper dyed appeared 

Those leprous spots — so drawing round me 

The filthj ragSy my only coverÍDg, I strore 

From Bight of Him to hide my nakedness. 

But 'twas in vain ; His piercing eye 

Seemed Btill more piercing; and instead 

Of drawing from Him &YOur by the act, 

I felt He saw more foul deformíty, more 

Wretchedness, and more iU savor in tbe rags 

Than in the wounds from which I sought to shun him. 

My guide perceiving, '^ Cast behind thy back 

All thoughts of thine own righteousness, 

For in His presence thou canst never stand 

In that attire; He will not look on less 

Than perfect purity, and a seamless robe ; 

Hear no plea but righteousness fulfílled 

In every strict requirement ; nor without holiness 

Immaculate, such as that of which 

He is the essence and sole focus, can 

Before His throne a mortal stand in safety." 

AgaiUy before him prostrate, " Lord," I cried, 

'' Be Thou my guide ; do Thou direct, and lead ; 

And where Thou leadest, if Thou givest strength, 

I sure will foUow." " Know, then," he answered, 

<( Though dead in trespasses, deep sunk in sin, 

Tbe law in every sense and clause lies broken; 
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No works to plead— hell and destniotion near thee— 

The sword of veDgeance sheathless hung, 

By thread more suhtle than the spider's, 

And waiting hut the word« ' Cut, cut it down," 

Before descending on thy guilty head 

It sinks thee down, and then transfixes 

In death, from which there's no appeal. 

And though from conscious sense of guilt 

Even the cry of mercy to a slighted God 

Thou know'st will not avail, aud therefore 

Dost not urge it. I say, though such 

Thine awful case, yet, yet there^s hope, 

Kay, sure salvation, for the weary soul, 

Sick, faint with sin ; yet there's a fountain 

Where the vile may cleanse, and rise more pure 

Than purged with hyssop ; yet there's a plea 

More urgent and successful than the hlood 

Of herds and flocks poured out, or oil 

Running in rivers ; yet a robe 

More perfect, spotless, seamless than was that 

Of Aaron, in which hefore the altar he appeared 

Israers High Priest, to take away transgressiouy 

Which flowing loosely to the earth, dothed 

Even his lowest members. And this is thine — 

For tJiee is this provision, and the terms 

So easy, that with open hand, whate'er thy guilt, 

Thefree gift thou may*st accept ; nay, more, 

The Holy One Himself, far from deairiii^ 
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Thy destruction, hath more pleasure that thou thusy 

By faith, the proferred pardon takest, and with voice 

Madesweet withlove and tenderness,He e'en heseeches^ 

Yea, heseeches thee, the lost, the vile, 

To reconcile thyself to Him the Holy.'' 

Thus spake tbe Spirit, and thus along the path 

We went conversing ; still on my heart 

The guilty weight lay heavy ; hut a faint ray 

Of heavenly light was dawning, and though as yet 

It only served to make the feeling darkness 

Still more tangihle, yet it was there, and like 

The first faint ray of Phoehus, when across 

The eastern summit gray he shows his face, 

Both hright and rubicund, and, by his amhient Ilght, 

And vivifying heams, putting the night to shame, 

And causing her to draw her sable mantle 

From the face of nature — ^yet, like that orb, 

The first faint ray is hut the harbinger 

And foretaste of meridian splendour; not only 

Light itself, but giving light and life to all 

Within its influence, emitting rays that first 
Shew its own glories, then is siill more glorified 
By its refieeted beauty. Such is the light 
Of Hfe, the Spirit of the Lord, breathed 

In the soul of man 

I wandered on in thoughtfulness, still leaning 
On Him whose strength failed not, and who, 
As opportunity or His own wisdom offered. 
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Whíspered deep thoughts of yital import. 
Suddenly He spoke : *' Look up, behold ! 
What three appear to help thy progress.** 
" Lord,*' I cried, " how can I see, when he, 
The Prince of Darkness, my sight hath holdeu 
Lest the glorious light of this great field 
Should shine into my soul.** He touched my eyes 
With unctuous ointment, and from thence 
Dropt scales — thick, dark, impervious — 
(Such as those which fell from eyes of Saul 
When Ananias, by the Lord*s desire, 
Anointed him, and sent him forth with power 
The teacher and apostle of the Gentiles.) 
Who shall describe the flood of light, 
The rapture which flowing fílled my soul ! 
Who ! but he, whose eyes had been thus holden, 
And, like mine, were now unloosed. For, lo ! 
Before me, stiU at a distance, but yet towards, 
Came three — three of celestial mein — more £ur 
Than three of ancient fable, Aglaia, Euphrosyne, 
And Thalia — though the offdpring true of Jupiter, 
Heayen*s Potentate, and attendants oft 
On Venus, beauty*s unrivalled sovereign Queen ; 
Yea, more fair than she who fled 
From Mcnelaus, her rightful lord, and rushed 
To Paris* arms ; fair but false Helena I 
Yea, transcendantly more fair than aught 
Beneath heaven's concave cuiio'^^) «h^x 
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Exacted adulatioD, or applause elicited : 

They seemed a phalanx of perfection — 

A constellation of heaven's graoes — and, withal, 

Inseparahle companions. Still on they came, 

And as they came my sight grew stronger, 

And the hidden light within glowed bríghtly, 

But still the burden pressed me, and restrained 

The ardent longing to go forth and meet them. 

I looked, and thought my guíde seemed less severe ; 

And as I looked, I loved and trusted Him. 

The foremost of the three, íirst onwards : 

Calm was her step, hut sure ', her face 

Fair as the sun, and bright as Cynthia's disc ; 

Her eye turned upward, hopefully benign ; 

Around her head, for tire, she wore 

An iris bríght ; one hand was heavenward tending 

With chain each link of purest gold ; 

The other hand reclined upon, and surely grasped, 

An anchor, to which the chain was rivetted. 

She met me, and my guide 

Me whispered, this is Hope, yet but the semblanoe 
For that which mortal eyes e'er look on 
Is not Hope — ^but, still, in her personifíed 
We have, as *twere, the thing thus signified — 
The anchor thus symbolical, on which she resteth 
In figure strong, speaks of our hope, 
" Which entereth into that withiu the veil," 
9^sh of Him the anointed. 
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So v^lien some tempest driven bark, 
Shattered, and toss'd on Neptune's angry surfy 
Driven from land, the wat'ry depths beneath, 
Heaven lowering o'er her, the whirlpool deep 
Opening its jaws, and threatening to engulf 
For ever the poor wanderer ; wíthout a sail, 
"No pilot near, or compass left to steer by — 
If in such state a haven bore in sight, 
Where she might safely drop her anchor, 
And with cable strong, and sure foundation, 
The tempest safely weather, and o'er every surge, 
Deep heaving, ridc securely! If in such time 
Some friendly hand of pilot, who had paid 
AU harbour dues, and thus an entrance gained, 
Took the poor shattered wreck — and knowing well 
The hidden shoals, and out of pure sympathy 
Himself came forth, and without thought of recom- 

pense, 
With timely aid, in safety gained the harbour, 
Would he not be a hope in such extremity ? 
£'en such is life — ^benighted in the waste 
And treacherous waters of existence ; at first 
All seems calm and serene — a rippling lake — 
But when with the first glimpse of early dawn 
We sce and hear the rushing torrent steal 
With giant strides, leading to sure destmction — 
No hope of mercy left, no plea to urge 
To extenuate transgTCBSvoii— AXwfeV^^^^^ii^ ^^^'^.^ 
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With hoUow murmuring sound, our guilt attesting — 
The depths below reanswering with 'Moud voice 
Of storms"* " Thou'rt guilty !" — ^hell opening wide 
Her ravenous mouth. insatiate for 
The poor, doomed soul ; how happy then 
If, midst the howling scene, some friend 
Almighty, able and as wiUing to secure 
Thy ransom, points to some sure foundation — 
Some long-known haven, where, with anchor 
Sure and stedfast, thou may'st be.safe, 
Escaping storms and hurrícanes, till the fury 
Of the elements dispend their angry wrath, 
And, lest some treacherous calm should tempt 
Thy straying, secures thee there by triple cord 
Of well-tried substance. This, then, is hope, 
The one mediator, the Godman Christ 
Himself hath saved thee, and thy hope fírm fix*d 
On His own sacrifíce — and by cord 
And " golden* chain of love" tried in the furnace, 
Well refíned, but found to fail not, 
Thy weary wandering soul now rests securely; 
And though hell may ^own, sin and the world 
Loud threaten, still, still thy refuge He — 
" A sure and present help in trouble.** He ceased, 
And the celestial fair passed onwards, 
But with me left hope in anticipation, 
And as she went, she beckoned forward 

* M<ni1^mery. f Cowper. 
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One, ber companion 

. . She came with step 

Stately, but nought of piide, apparentlj 

Higb minded, but tempered stiU 

With meekness and humilit j ; her ejes 

Shone fuU and clear, with stedfast, searohing gaze, 

But holy fear and reverence strong dcpicted ; 

Her robe of spotless white, perfect and pure 

As firom the fuller*s hands ; her feet 

Fix*d (so seemed it to mj sigbt) on rock 

Of adamant, witb sure and firm foundation : 

Her face full of attractive symmetry, no cloud 

Of bovering doubt, or shade of augbt 

Depressing or dissatisfíed ; no wav'ring tbought 

Of fear or sorrow found there a resting place, 

But with commanding brow, inspiring awe 

And majesty, she stood as one sent down 

By Heaven's etemal fiat to promote 

The happiness of man ; and while one hand 

Was tending to the distance, where as yet 

No object was discemable, with tbe other 

A telescope she bore, and to my eye 

Its heavenly aid directed 

M7 guide with willing, helping hand 
Applied it, and bade me look at once, 
With stedfast gaze. "The sigbt,** he said, «^was 

healing.** 
I looked^ but stiU my eye was cloudy, dim^ 
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And uncertain were the objects viewed : I saw 
As one new risen from long sleep; or one 
Indulging long in deep potations, views, 
Objects around at variance, '* men as trees," 
Nature in freaks, and strange deformities, 
All in a mass promiscuously confused, with 
Now and then a glimpse of the reality — so was it, 
When to mj renewed sight, He first applied 
The optic lens celestial : dark views of sin, 
Haunted bj vengeance; justice with sword out- 

stretched, • 
And mercy pleading ; hell and destruction 
For prey awaiting ; a broken law upheld 
With mighty hand, and One before the throne 
With it fulfilled ; — around, above, below, 
Dark, fearful sights, with now and then a flash 
Of light electric, such as that once seen 
By one of old, who, with prophetic eye 
Beheld the dark cloud rolling, but in its course 
Displaying here and there the hidden light intemal. 
Such were the scenes I saw, until my guide, 
With pitying eye, beheld my trembling weakness, 
And with healing hand applied fresh ointment 
To my failing vision. Whiles this took place 
The burden on my beart pressed fearfuUy, 
And by its grievous weight discouraged me ; 
But I resolved, and now applied, 
With three-fold vigour and determination, 
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To see tbe end of all things : when (glorious sight) 
The scene was clear — and whilst I forgot 
Self and my sins — ^my eye was fixed, with gaze 
Inscrutable, on the one object which was there pour. 

trayed — 
For there a mountain high appeared, and on 
A cross, nailed and stretched, was One 
As it had been a Lamb firesh slain ; from out 
His riven side the life-blood flowed in streams 
Copious and vital — His hands and feet pierced through 
With rugged iron — upon His head a crown 
Of prickly thorn — His back in furrows scourged — 
His visage marred more than the sons of men-^ 
Despised, rejected, and with grief acquainted, 
No pitying eye of friendship turned upon Him ; 
AU f&ces hid, with sorrow deep communing, 
Yet e*en His own, without esteem beheld Him — 
And yet compassion, love, and tendemess 
Beamed brightly from His face ; and though He knew 
This curse belonged not, but bj imputation, 
Yet, with a voice in accents big with pity, 
He prays with His last breath for these his enemies — 
And writhing in humanity, beneath the íull 
Outpouring of God's fury, having fulfilled 
In every strict requirement His heavenly misaion, 
He, as one weary with life, but full of glory, 
Cried, 'Tis finished," and the ghost gave up. 
Around the eroas there stood arranged 
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Figures of ancient import, but what, 

Or who they were, T knew not ; and fur instruction, 

Besought my guide to elucidate the mystery. 

** Know then," said He, " great is the mystery 

Of godliness — God in the veil of fiesh came down, 

And by our mediation reconciled 

The world t* Himself. He it is who now 

By eye of faith, upon the cross extended 

Here thou beholdest. Thougb in the form of God, 

And Uis Co-£qual — and when from chaotic mass 

His fiat called all creatures to existence 

His Co-Eternal ; yet at the heavenly throne 

His reputation He laid down, and as a robe cast oíT, 

TiU, with triumphant shout, the angelícal choir 

Should herald His return the King of Glory, 

When leading sin and death, hell and the grave, 

Captives before Him, He cUUmed His own, 

But as a gift received it. This same God, 

(Such was His love, surpassing fínite thought,) 

In form of man, lower than angels, came, 

And stooping from His height omnipotent, look^d down 

And seeing naught but the íull curse poured out, 

The vial of God's wrath o'erfiUed with death 

Due to transgression, He himself became 

Our scape-goat, and to the desert bore 

Our manifold transgressions. For thirty years of toil, 

Wearied with life, an outcast oft, 

An alien from His kingdom; no place of rest 
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Where to repose His wearj leng^b ; tempted 

Like unto men, jet, 'midst it nll, without 

One breath of sin ; a righteottsness He wrought, 

So perfect and immaculate, that e'en th'all-piercing eye 

Of Heaven*s Etemal Holjr One could find 

No flaw or imperfection. He then became 

To death obedient, and on the tree of g^t 

And ignominjr He bore, amidst the hiding 

Of His Father*s íace, the curse and penaltj 

Of man*8 iniquitj. Thus having closed 

His self-appointed work, He made His grave 

Low with the wicked, with the rich His death. 

Thus was an end made unto sin, and as foretold 

Bjr one prophetic, the earth for three days held him, 

And the worm His brother cálled— but yet 

Corruption ne*er defiled Him, for sirdeês flesh 

Could not be made to feel the ijihennt curse. 

At time appointed triumphantlj He rose 

0*er Death, Hell could not hold Him, and having 

proved 
Mightj to save, He re-ascended to the throne, 
And there, and nowy makes intercession with his Grod 
For all His suffering ohurch ; and being touched 
With feeling of infirmities, beholds them now 
With sympathizing eye, and with loud voioe still cries, 
" Look unto me, aU ye, who tDÍUf T\\ ne'er 
Cast out the empty weary soul ; only come. 
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Just as you are — come now — striye not 

To appear more worthy, ere thou rolFst 

The burden of thy sins low at my feet — 

To feel and know thy guilt is all that I, 

Lnmacolately merciful, now require.*' 

He ceased, and I again— ** Unfold to me 

Who are those ancients that with holy mein 

And stedfast gaze I see pointing to Him 

Who hangs suspeuded P " *' These," said he, " are they 

Who ages past wrote and prefígured Him 

Who was to come the Antetype. At the foot, 

Low sitting with hand upndsed, is One 

(Of humble birth, but raised in royal courts, 

And nurtured as the son of Pharoah's daughter) 

Who, £rom the mouth of Deity itself, transcribed 

His will and law, and by it he became, 

As 'twere, a schoolmaster, leading unto Him 

By whose deep stripes we live ; for by this law 

Comes knowledge of sin, and from it we flee 

To Him who, on the tree, has made an end of it. 

He with flowing robe and breastplate glorious 

Is Israers High Priest, who, once a year 

Within the yeil made intercession for the Host, 

And on his breastplate bore their names before him ; 

He is a type of Christ, who, once for all, 

Made intercession for His people, and for etemity 

Hath sanctified His chosen ones; and now in heaven, 

The Holiest of Holies, pleads Hii own death, 
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His meritorious sacriflce, and the names 

Of His redeemed bears before His God. 

One with regal mein thou see'st, with crown 

Of ancient Israel on his brow, and sacerdotal robes 

Flowing around, is he the Bethlehemite, who sang 

With sweet psalms of melodjr unto the Lord 

Of Him who He prefigured — the rock of David — 

The Prophet— Priest — and King immortal. 

Again, one with jouthful face, but bound 
With cords upon an altar, the knife upraised 
By hand patemal, but yet a sacrifíce 
With/rffe mU oífered, pointing loud to Him 
Our Isaac, Abraham's promised seed. 

One near the cross, who wore the snows 
Of many centuries, is Adam, our great foreiather, 
Through whose one crim^ came sin, and death 
By sin, and we in him all die, so is he a type 
Of Christ, who by His one oblation, freely offered, 
Hath made our righteousness, and thusin Him we live. 
Those fígures reverend, crowding, are of those 
Who spake of Him for ages ere He -came, 
And prophesied to Israel of her Christ.'* 
He stopped, and I with eye of faith 
Assayed again to look, and low at the cross 
Espied the bideous burden, which oppressed me, 
And from out His riven side fell one full drop 
Of sanguine hue, which resting on the load 
Destroyed it. I know not whence or yiVi^^ 
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It went, or if annihilate — ^but this I know 

That He upon the cross looked lovingly, 

And smiling said, ** Thy sins and thy iniquities 

No more remembered, for I, e'en 'I have blotted, 

As a thick cloud, transgression from before me — 

Thy guilt is all removed, go in peace!** 

He had destroyed the enmity, and by one ray 

Of love divine done more than all the threat'nings 

Loud of Sinai could ! 

The angelic visitant 

Fassed onwards, and my guide me gave 
The telescope celestial, " For &ith,'' said He, 
'* Of which this is the symbol, is my gift'" 
The third came onward. Oh! how serene, 
How beatific was her presence; her tearful eye, 
Brim full of tendemess, beamed brightly, 
And spoke the language of her soul ; 
Compassion was in every look, her ííill heart 
Yeamed, and big with pity met me. 
I gazed with ardent admiration, for her lookg 
Had won me ; my heart beat high, it caught 
The infection, and towards all went forth 
In love and tender sympathy ; her glorious robe 
Flowed loosely, as do the " fleecy clouds"* 
Around chaste Luna, and with open arms 
And long and deep embrace we met. 
I had no need to ask my gpiide her name, 

• Byron. 
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Or hidden meaning, for well I knew, 

From secret workings and mj own fuU thoughts, 

Too big for utterance that she was Chartíy^ 

The essence pure of love personified. 

Oh I how my soul thrilled as I touched her — 

A kindly warmth flowed freely through my yeins, 

So vivifying, and so quickening, that all 

My soul was changed, and in its deep emotions 

Cried out for this extatic bliss. 

But first, and loudest, it went forth in praise 

To Him who thus in sjmbol stood before me, 

And who, to win me o'er to confidence, 

Had thus His own love proferred ; and next 

To ali, who joumeying through the vale of Baca 

Partakers of the curse, that they, like me, 

Might drink deep draughts of happiness ; such 

A« ne'er beíere was offered, surpassing far 

The honeyed nectar, and ambrosial sweets 

Which tempt the eye, and charm the taste 

Of all who in this " Proteus* life'* cuU the seeming fruit, 

But find it tum to ashes on the lips. 

This heavenly being, though she could discern 

At once whateVer was pleasing, yet was blind 

To every fault or shade of imperfection, 

And «ought (as with a cloak) to hide 

*' A multitude of sins." My gpiide again 

Commenced, and in a strain of lofty eloquence, 

• Kirke White, 



34 TRUTH— A V18I0IÍ. 

Expatiated largely on her merits; and her fame 

For hídden worth He eulogized (in words 

Such as those used hj the great Gentile Preacher, 

When to Corinthian Church he spoke her praise, 

And Yowed that, though possessing all the tongues 

Of men and angels, he was hut sounding hrass, 

And without her holy aid, worse than a tinkling 

cymbal) : 
" For," said he, " the body firail to ashes 
Thou may'st consign ; the goods to feed and clothe 
The destitute ; the mind may be so stored 
With the ripe fruits of knowledge, that mysteries 
May be unrayelled ; and faith so strong 
That mountains may be razed, and cast 
To depths of ocean ; yet without her aid 
Intemal tenanting, thou'rt worse than nothing. 
She is of temper mild, that heaped up wrongs 
She suffereth long ; she envies not, or covets 
The gains of others ; she vaunteth not her herself 
Or speaks her own deeds ; seeks not her own, 
And bears long provocation; thinks o'er no wrongs, 
And in the truth rejoices ; all trials bears, 
For faith and hope o*er all support her. 
And though wisdom fail, and prophecies — 
Though tongues replete with oratorial knowledge 
Shall ^rield at last, yet shall she never ; 
Follow close after her, and desire her gifts 
Hather than leaming, for they are spirítual. 
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Know, then," continued He, " Hope, Faith, and Love 

Still, and for ever stand ; but of these 

The last must be the fírst, for from her 

Proceed, and by her live the others; 

For by the love of Him, her antetype, 

Flow Faith and Hope, attendants twin on man 

To goide him and support across tfae w&ste, 

The dreary desert of existence. Strive then 

To foUow Him, whose footsteps deep 

Are marked clear in this fíeld ; beware ! 

The path is strait and narrow ; tum not 

To right or lefi; ; take up thy cross ; be fírm ; 

Look to the end, the goal which He has reached, 

And where, safe in His trust, is laid 

The crímn of incorruption, and the robe 

Of his own weaving, the pcLÍm of victory, 

The hidden stone, whereon thy future name 

Is full inscribed ; the harp on which 

Thy peons thou may'st raise, singing His glory, 

Then with triumphant shout, re-echoed loud 

By Heaven's etemal vault and the choir 

Angelic, of angels and archangels, joining 

The chorus, and hymning sweet His praise, 

Thou shalt ascribe to Him the victory 

(Who on this earth went forth to conquer, 

And having gained the*'vantage over sin, 

When in mortal feud, He met His deadly foe, 

He reascended to the great Omnipotent, 

And in His train, despite «\\ o^^q%\\Sssu^ 
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Captivity led captive, and at His charíot wheels 
Dragged Satan and Death, Hell and the Grave), 
And at His feet, cast low, in token 
Of thy absolute subjection, thou shalt place 
Thy crown, His gift, who won it on the cross !" 
Again He ceased, and on I went deep musing, 
And wondering much that I so long had lain 
In wilííil blindness ; but wondering more 
That such love as that, a glimpse of which 
Had wrought such change^ should still pass by 
Unheeded and uncared for. But so it was. 
The natural heart ne'er loved things heavenly, 
Nor for etemal joys would sacrifíce 
The few poor toys on which it wastes existence. 
Sin, vnth her "siren* tongue," luUs the poor soul 
To peace and rest, close on the verge of ruin ; 
That Basalisk, the world, draws all his thoughts, 
And having fíxed them, then makes sure his victim ; 
Satan — ^the Prince of Death — deludes 
With fíickering hope of unsubstantial peace 
Always to come ; and having spent his term 
Of threescore years and ten with vain pursuit 
Of ignis fatuus pleasure, at last man drops, 
Like an untimely fruit, ne'er to be thought of, 
A mere cumberer, on whom the pruning knife, 
And wholesome dews, the cheering rain, 
Or bright beams of summer's sun had lost their infíu* 
ence. 

• Kirke Wh\te. 
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Thus with that Spirit's aid, and timely help 
Of these celestials (who with Him led me), 
I journeyed onward, and at each step 
The light gleamed more intense, and near the close 
It seemed like to meridian splendour, perfect day. 
But still the way was tedious, thoms and cares 
Bestrewed it thickly — ^hut looking on 
I law h\xt ftw — and, expectant of the prize, 
I pressed towards the mark, and fairlj ran 
Safe in the paths of righteousness. . . . 

But here the world 

Broke in upon me, and destroyed at once 
The peaceful dream for dull reality. 
But no— is there no guide to teach us safe 
The crown to inherit ? no faith to point 
With fuU assurance to an immortality ? 
Is there no love to wean the soul from earth, 
And draw to its Bedeemer ? Is the path 
So thick with snares and fatal pits beset, 
And yet no flowers of rich hue and fragrance 
To enliven and invigorate? In truth 'tis so ; 
They all exist, "Prayer* ardent opens Heaven;" 
The Spirit asked will guide ; Faith souglU 
Will trust ; Hope will reanimate ; and Love 
In full perfection cast out Fear. 

March, 1848. 

• Young. 
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Beiog an humble attempt to vÍDdicate Peter*8 characier 
from the asserlioD, *' that he had but very IxttUt if anyf of 
either faith or love." 



Thbt wrong him who assert 
That ardent faith was lacking ! — 'tis false 
That hve was not his mainspring, ruling his life 
And actuating every weaker principle. 
Impetuous to a fault, rash and thoughtless, 
Did Simon prove himself ; but those who seek 
To make his character devoid oífaith^ 
Should well discern their own^ and if they find 
No heam of unhelief, then let them seek 
To pluck the mote from mind of Cephas. 
List ye ! who dare malign with insincerity 
The Lord's disciple — ^^attend, and let the word 
Itself disprove the accusation foul. 
We'U trace his life as written by Evangelists, 
The Holy Ghost Himself their able teacher, 

And thus we'll prove if he had nought of faith. 

* • * » « 

We find him first the fisherman of Galilee, 
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GaÍDÍng by arduous toil and sweat of brow 

A livelihood precarious, — Andrew his brother, 

And the sons of Zebedee, co-partners in the spoil ; 

Their nets and a small bark their whole estate, 

And in the world's íalse eye^ deep sunk 

In poverty's bleak soil. But was it so ? 

Oh ! no ; for from eternity the Almighty had ordained 

They should go forth vnth power 

The heralds of His glory, <* sona of thunder.*' 

Was Peter leamed, deep read in lore 

Of ancient heathenism ? Could he ascend 

Pamassian heights, and pluck the ripe fruits of poesy ? 

Did he exoel in sophistry P Could he attune the min- 

strel's harp, 
And charm the listening ear with chords seraphic ? 
Was eloquence his forte, and from th* attentive crowd 
Could he draw plaudits loud, and crown his brow 
With well-eamed garlands of applause ? Were riches 

his, 
And from o*erflowing coffers could he inyoke 
The golden god ? Nay, in none of these 
Lay Peter's might— a fool in earthly wisdom — 
His all of knowledge was comprised 
In " Moses and the Prophets.*' He studied not 
**^The well* turned period," on which the world 
Looks so becomingly ; he neyer heard nor cared 
For the sweet songs of the celestial nine ; 

•BUir. 
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Silver and gold he had not; and for applause 
Heceivedth' malicioos jeer, "Thyspeechbetrayeththee, 
Thou art of Galilee!** Then, where fcas Simon's 

strength ? 
'Twas here — hisfaithf his ardentfaith and hve, 
Never did divine inflatus rest on one more lowly — 
To his faith he tumed, when danger threatened, 
As to a tower impregnable, and in his love 
(Which glowed as steadily as noontide light 
Of Sol high mounted in ecliptic arc) 
Lay the arcada of his sweets ; here was the spring 
Which " gushing* forth with vemal glee," o'er ran 
Its pebbly channel, invigorating all his after life, 
And marking all his troubles, with the fresh 
And green enamel of its beautj. Such was Simon — 
Sorrows from without, and tempest tried within — 
Still was he happj, and on this waste of life 
He shone an Oasis of the Desert ; no semblance 
Of affection, but love itself, deep rooted, 
Frompting his every action 

But see them on the lake, casting the net 
Into the briny deep — when One appeared 
Upon its margin — heaven in his eye, 
Compassion, love, and tendemess deep marked 
On every feature. He was the incamate God, 
The Deity in íiesh, the promised long Messiah, 

• Hamilton. 



PET£ft. 41 

He who was born to give deliverance 

To heïl-bound captives, to bind up 

The broken heart, to bear th' o'erflowing curse 

Deserved by mortals ; by whose death 

Comes life, and by whose one oblation 

Is perfected for ever all the sanctifíed. 

He, seeing Peter and his brethren, cried — 
* ' Come, foUo w me." They straightway leave their nets 
And without one word of argument 
Their future Master foUow. Was there no love — 
To leave their aïl of worldly heritage, 
And confide in Him, a stranger ? Was there no faith 
To trust at once the promise " of men, ye shall be 

fishers," 
And join their lot to His, who owning all things, 
Yet had not where to lay His head ? 

The day has pass'd — Night with her sable shroud 

Ásserts her sovereignty — Nature hath masked 

Her face, that few can recognise the teeming goddess : 

Dark, angry waves uprear their heads 

On lake G^nessaret ; even chaste Dian, 

Like a queen incensed, her lucid face 

Removes in anger ; and through impervious clouds 

Reííises to make known her liquid glory, 

The heavenly host, vdth Hesperus at their head, 

Have, like a troop of wood-nymphs, fled 

At the fírst glimpse of satyred tempest ; 
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The bleak (Eolus, from his delphian cave, 

Unloosed the wiuds ; rude Boreas, with the mild 

And gentle Astreus combined to raise a hurricane— 

Toss*d by the waves wai a small bark, 

Each threatening to exterminate ; long had it lain 

In jeopardj, when,at the fourth watch, there came 

A form upon the waters. The livid hue 

O^erspreads the featnres of the voyagers; 

The life-blood curdles in its veiny ducts, 

And aghast with dread they crj, '< It is a SpiritT' 

'Tis but a moment, they soon discem 

The voice of their Beloved, and at His gentle salute, 

" Be of good oheer, 'tis I ; be net afiraid.'' 

The coward fear relaxes in his grasp, 

And hope takes full possession. 

When Peter heard his Master, loud he cried, 

** Lord, if it be thou, bid me come, 

With thee 111 tread the waters !** The voice said, 

" Come.'' The word goes forth, and o*er the vessel's side 

He plunges, and watching with stedfast eye his Lord, 

He walks triumphantlj. But, lo! a wave, 

Surmounting all its fellows, heaves its head, 

And losing sight of Christ, he sinks with crjr, 

** I perish; save me^ Lord!*' The hand that ne'er 

Withheld its aid when asked, was soon outstretched, 

And round the faint disciple circled — ^in gentle tones 

He speaks rebuke, " O thou of Utdefaith^ 

Why doubtest thou ! and towards the ship 
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He bears hiin lovÍDgly. The furious wares 
Their Master recognise — the boisterous winds 
Their Lord — and waves and winds retire 

To whence they came 

<< No Faith ! no Love ! Then say what 'tuHU 

That gave to Simon the quick ear, so readily 

His Master's voice t* distinguish ? What was it 

That, with impetuous ardor to be with Him, 

Dared him to braye the elements? 

Was there no Juith when, midst the storm and wind, 

Enveloped, too, in midnight dark, he trod 

The billows with his feet^ and looking to his Lord 

He trod in safety ? 'Tis true, 'twas teeákened 

When he no longer could discem the Saviour. 

But does the cry of '* Saye me, Lord,'' disclose 

That it hsiá failed him ? And when the Sayiour caught 

And led him to the ship, thiuk you the soul 

Of Simon went not forth in loye ? 

See them as they near the shores 

Of Cesarea Philippi — that same kind face 

And look benignant, proclaim Him now^ as then, 

The Son of Man, the Lord of Glory ; 

Around Him stand His loyed ones, 

The hated of the world, because not of it, 

But chosen out of it, and by the Father giyen 

To share the toil of Him the Man of Sorrows. 
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'' Whom say men that I am ?** He aska of those 
Around Hhn. The answers are both strange and 

yarious : 
Some say Elias ; and some the Baptist ; 
Others Jeremias, or some other of the Prophets." 
" But whom say yelamV' again He asks. 
Whose 18 the voice putting to rest at once 
All doubt ? Who ! in the eagemess of love^ 
Deep seated and o'erflowing, cries, '^Thou art the 

Christ, 
The Son of the Etemal ?" Who bcfore the rest 
Asserts the heavenborn right and sovereignty 
OftheMessias? Who? Hear the Lord Himself declare, 
Then blush to own the thought e*er crossed thee 
To brand him as a hypocrite — ** Blessed art thou, 
Simon, for flesh and blood hath not revealed 
This tmth, but He, my Father, hath instmcted." 
Did this 80 open commendation from Him 
Who sees the hidden thoughts and motives 
Savour of insincerity ? and yet you dare assert 
As tmth, he had no Faith, no Love! 

The time draws nigh, when He must close 
His task : calm is the JVIaster, as He unfolds 
To listening ears the talê of coming sorrows ; 
How He must go into Jemsalem, and there appear 
Before the high tribunal ; how He must bear 
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The scom and ignominy of the scribes and elden ; 

How He must die a malefactor's death ; descend 

Into the tomb| and the third day rise again. 

The Apostles listen, but Peter's love o'erflows, 

And with impetuous zeal, he takes aside 

The Lord^ and thus rebukes,*-'' Be *t far from Thee ; 

This shall not happen.**. . . 'Twas rash and prematurei 

But does the Lord conrict His honest seryant 

By reply ? Oh^ no ; he traces to the root 

The thoughUess words, and straight accuses 

Him the prompter, *'Depart ye, Satan; go^ 

Thou art an o£fence ; thou savourest not 

Of Godlike doctrine." Still do you cry 

**Nolove!" 

The scene is on a mount, rearing aloít 

Its ^ant head, seeming to scom the earth^ 

And tempt the earthborn with its solitude ; 

The Son of Man ascends with weary steps 

The height sabbatic, and with him brings 

His three most privileged apostles. 

A cloud e'ershadows them, two shining ones 

Appear, with raiment dipped in beams 

Of heaven's own glory, too powerful for the sense 

Of the aposUes* optic nerves. The Saviour standt 

Clothed in His own ethereal light and essencei 

And in the gospel of the grace of God 

Centres the foscii of the law and ^TQ^\i<^\iik» 
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The tendency of Peter's soul was heavenward. 
Doubtless the converse on the mount was suited 
To his taste, he forgot his earthborn ties, and with 
Th* impetuous zeal of fervent love, he cries, 
" We*ll build three tabernacles, and with the Law, 
The Gospel, and the Prophets we'll hold communion." 
Peter loved well the Saviour's glory ; he had yet 
To sink with Him into Gethsemane — but sure 
It was hi8 ardeni love to Christ, that for the tlme 
Made earth the Marah, Heaven the Elim 

Of his soul ! 

• • » « » » 

Behold an upper roora, 
The table spread ; peculiar is the fare, 
The time peculiar ; a Lamb is roast, 
One without blemish, without taint 
Of imperfection ; the bread unleavened, 
Eaten in cakes, and all in haste. 
Behold the Master there, around Him too 
His twelve beloved : tbat full round moon 
Which gleams so brightly through the casement, 
Making a second daylight, is the Paschal one ; 
That Lamb before them is the Passover ; 
And this the last sad supper that the Lord 
Partakes with His disciples. How sad He looks 
Upon them — how clouded is His brow 
As, with a voice made tremulous with emotion, 
He says unto them, " One of you shall betray me." 
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How aghast look all the twelvej and how the words 
Run like an echo loud from mouth to mouth — 
" Lord, is it I?" .... Peter was there — 
His upright soul scorned e'en the thought 
Of such betrayal. What ! sell his Master ? 
He who always showed such tenderness ? 
He who was transfígured, and with angels spoke 
Upon the Mount before him ? He could not bear 
The thought, 'twas death, 'twas ignominy, 
And beckoning to him who leaned upon 
The breast of Jesus, he bid him ask — 
" Who *twas should do the deed satanic?" 
Oh ! how his soul was lightened of the load 
That, like a heavy cloud, lay on him, when 
By his Master's word, the bare suspicion 
Was passed for ever. Had Peter lacked love, 
He would have leagued with Judas, and rejoiced 
To see the Lord discomfíted ; 'twas not the part 
Of apathy or hate to fear and dread the slur 
Of insincerity. 

The supper being ended, and the Lord 

Well knowing He soon must suffer, and willing 

Now to leave an example of humility 

For all to follow, washeth the feet 

Of His disciples. He comes to Simon. 

Peter knew that e'en though veiled in flesh 

The Deity was tabernacled in the manhood^ 
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He knew " th* *Begotten Son, th' Divme Similitude ; 

He knew that He, tho* humbled| was the Lord 

Of Heayen^s Omnipotent, and Peter felt 

How low the Lord had stooped ; he started 

At the thought of th* anointed One of God 

Performing the office menial, though one 

Of ÍTÍendly kindness, and Peter cried 

*' Thou sJudt not wash my feet." The Saviour knew 

That love spoke thus in Simon, and He appealed 

Again to that pure principle ^' If I wash not 

Thyfeet, thou has no part, or lot 

In my salvation/' ^Twas death to Cephas 

To be out of Christy and worse than death 

To think He loved him not, and fóaríng this ill 

The Boatman of Bethsaida críed '* Lord 

Not only wash my feet, but cleanse my head 

My hands.*' The love of Peter burnt so strongly 

That to have his feet safe in the pathof righteousness 

Did not suíEce, his every thought and act 

Must be devoted to the Saviour*s service, and 

Head, and heart, must foUow in the wake 

The Nazarine. 

*' Simon, Simon I Satan hath desired 
To have thee, that as wheat thou may*st be sifted $ 
But I have prayed that th.yfaith fail not.** 
Now, what say you, who still assert 

• MUton. 
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That Peter lacked confídence ! How now account 
^ That Christ should pray for Feter's stedfcut faith, 
If He who knew the heart, saw that as yet 
He had it not ; disprove the contradiction 
Here apparent, or withdraw at once 
The needless accusation ! 

** All ye shall be ofFended, this very night 
Because of me." ** Nay Lord, not I, 
All may forsake, and all may be offended, 
Yet wiU not I ; — ^to prison and to death 
I'll follow Thee, but ne*er deny my master." 
*' This night, before the cock, shall twice 
His clarion sound, sure herald of the morn, 
Thrice wilt thou say " thou know'st me not!'* 
Alas ! Barjonas, thy love burnt strongly 
And therefore thou didst trust it : safe 
In thine own integrity, thou heededst not 
The Tempter as a Lion prowling, and plotting 
Thy destruction ! 

** In ♦Kedron's palmy vale" without the gate 
Of ancient Salem, beyond the City walls, 
There lay a Garden, a murmuring brook 
Trípped o'er its pebbly bed, and made sweet music 
With its gurgling — Here were some large 
And spreading olives, 'neath the shadow of which 

Heber. 
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The Saviour oft poured out His soul 

Before His heavenly Father, and held converse sweet 

With His few foUowers. Here far from the world's 

Loud strife, secure from interruption 

The Lord retired, when others sought their homes. 

Long had the Tribes, ceased from their toil 

In near Jerusalem ; a dewy stillness crept 

Oyer the midnight beauty of Gethsemane ; 

The hymning song of Nature^s choristers had long 

Their peeons closed ; the early flowers had paid 

Their tribute of sweet homage; " each* scented tuft" 

"And dew* bespaugled floweret," had well fulfiUed 

Its duty, and Flora with her train of lovely blushing 

blossoms, 
Under the influenoe of swcet anodyne retired, 
Till pure Aurora, from hcr eastern couch, 
Like one returned triumphant, fresh displayed 
Her golden banner o'er the top of Olivet : 
Nature was hushed, Hyperion too 
Had long withdrawn, and left pale Cynthiay 
And her heaven-born company, sole reigning monarch 
Of the skies, Night's silvery veil hung low 
On "refluent JordanV bosom, *'a palerf shadow 

strews 
ItB mantle," o'er " Zion's towery steep." Jerusalem 

was stiil, 
The Faschal Lamb was slain, and o'er the land 

• Mason. f Byron. 
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There crept a sense of coming Borrow. Alas I Judea, 

That thine should he the hand, to do the deed 

So foul and yet so merciful ! well thou didst look 

So moumfuUy dejected, when on the coming morrow 

'Twas thine to hide thy face, when in His hour 

Of deepest agony, the Lord sought out His own, 

But found thee toanting! But stay awhile» 

And see this One with grief so deep acquainted. 

Know you Him now? His hour of deepest sorrow 

Was it which paved the way to that 

Of highest glory. See Him now^ as with 

The sons of Zehedee, and Peter, His helored, 

He enters here ; well knowing that the traitor 

Would plant the perjured kiss, savoring so strong 

Of foul hypocrisy, ere He should hid farewell 

To this His loved retreat. See him now — prostrate, 

WresUing for strength| to drink the dregs 

Of the o*erflowing cup. Oh ! hitter to His soul 

The thought of such near contact with the demon Sin. 

The bittemess of decUh He dreaded not, for He could 

ride 
Triumphant o*er the monster : but oh I the thoughti 
It was of sin the wages, which while He endared, 
His Father*s face was turaed, and all His curse 
Lay on Him ; 'twas this that caused the Lord 
Such thrilling agony, that from His face 
The sweat distiUed from every porous opening 
In drops of vital fluid 
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But, Peter, where art thou, 
That in His hour of deep dejection the Saviour has 
N"o partner in his sorrow ? What ! sleeping ? 
And Satan fell at work within thee ? Rememberest thou 
Thy promise at the supper, " Tho* all forsake Thee, 
Yet wiU not I ? " Well might the Master 
When He sought and found thee thus, reprove 
With voice still thrilling with His agony, " And thou 

too, 
Simon ! could'st thou not watch one hour ? Watch ye 
And praj, temptation's near." Sure thou didst rise 
And plead forgiveness for neglect so foul ? 
Three times thy Master came, and stiU thine eyes 
Were heavy — sure Satan sealed them, or thy love 
Was dried within thee, and reiused to show 
The least commiseration, Say, was it so ? 
The Master answers, " the spiritt that is willing, 
But oh! the flesh is weak." If Peter loved not, 
WhyfoUowed he his Lord? Sure his intent 
Was good, and e*en the semhlance of indifference 
Concealed, as vsrith a mask, a purer motive ; 
For sorrow deep had weighed " the * portals of his eyes,' ' 
And grief, as a dark brooding monster, sat enthroned 
On Sunon's spirits. Say not that lurking danger 
Had his love extinguished, or thB.tfaitk 
Had íled ! 

* Shakespeare. 
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Still is the same Gethsemane, 
" Night * bowed his Ethiop brow/' and left no trace 
Of " day's mutablet distinctions" — 
But oh ! the midnight quiet is disturbed 
With distant iioises ; the trampling of a host ; 
The clash of weapons ; the loud, coarse jeer 
And brutal ribaldry, proclaim the rabble ; 
The glare of torches throws a lurid light, 
And deadens all around, that used to be 
So heavenly with the silvery sheen of moonlight. 
Why is this scene? — Whence is the multitude 
That come with sword and staff, lantern and torch ? 
The advancing one will answer. — Tho' of the twelve 
He was a traitor — hypocrisy had masked him, 
And with the garb of a disciple strove to hide 
The fiend's heart, the felon's practices. 

The Master knew His hour, and though loathing sin, 
He loved the sinner, and to ransom gave 
Himself a wiUing sacrifíce. The price of blood 
Was silver — for thirty pieces Judas sold 
The Lord's Anointed, (but with Him sold 
Himself unto perdition — ^happiness took fright, 
And fled — conscience, long seared, resumed her sway — 
Eemorse laid hold, and, by his own hand driven, 
He sank to hell.) Alas, Iscariot! 
Did sin thee make a coward, that a seeming kiss, 
And friendly salutey were the only signs 

• Darwin. + Cowper. 
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Thou gav*st to mark thy victim ? Did conscience 

Fríck thee when, as a thiefj thou wentest forth, 

With weapons armed, to take Him? Wert thou afraid 

That under shade of darkness, and remote 

From human help, thou soundedst thy '* Hail, Master ?'* 

Alas ! for tbee, eternitj will not suffice 

Thy crime t* atone I • . . . 

But, where is he 
The pledged to flinch not ? — Where ? — Behold hiro 
Close on his Master*s footsteps — his ardent love 
** Converts* the Galik an boatraan, and the soldier stands 
Bevealed in Peter" — his ready sword, 
With fírm hand clenched, waits hut the time 
To strike the readier blow — his gazing eye, 
So late bent down with sorrow, ílashes 
With indignation ; — the insult to his Lord, 
More keenly felt by Simon, must be resented ; 
Uplifted is his arm, aloft his sword : 
With firm set foot and fiery eagerness, 
He scarce awaits his time. He could not stay — 
Impetuosity outran his judgment — the murd'rou» 

sword 
Flashed in his hand, and, quick as thought, 
Descended on his enemy. So sure his aim, 
That, with the blow, he severed from the head 

Of Malchus, his right ear 

Peter was tvrong, 

To meet with carnal weapons his antagonist. 

• Hamilton. 
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But, say, did apaJthy, or want offaith confer 
The nerve to inflict the blow, so well deserved P 
You hesitate. Then 'tis but justice that you give 

The one arraigned th* fuli benefit of th' doubt. 

• *•••» 

Simon ! it had been well 
If, in the garden, thou hadst poured thy soul 
In eamest prayer for help and guidance ! 
Then had*st thou not had cause to weep 
Those bitter tears of penitence. So strong 
In thine own innocence, so fuU of love, 
Thou did'st not think thou couUTst deny 
Thy Master — so strong in thine integrity, 
Temptation scared not, and thou heededst not 
The warning given to turn away from it. 
Yet thou hadst to leam the bitter self-deceiving 
Of human resolutions ; thou knewest not 
That self, as a " spear* sharp-pointed," supports not, 
But kills by trusting. Did Satan *gin to sift 
Thy faith as wheat, when afar behind 
Thou foUowedst thy Master ? Well bad it been 
If o'er the threshold of the High Priest's palace 
Thy foot had never trod; the tempter, too, 
Was there before thee — thy strength was impotent, 
And could not resíst his treacherous wiles 
Without Almighty aid, and that thou soughtest not. 
There was no danger, but ohl thethought pf scoro 
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And ridicule unmanned thee, thou could'st not bear 
**The hint* malevolent," the taunting* word," 
Or " sneer* equivocal ;" even the little maid 
Who, pointiug thee out to her companions, said, 
" Surely thou wast with this Man o£ Nazareth," 
Drew forth a flat denial — " I know Him not ; 
Nor understand I what thou sayest." Ohl Peter, 
When once thy lips were perjured, why still remain 
Within temptation's atmosphere ? Why stay 
Amidst the " godless crew," and make thy crime 
More foul hy repetition? Alas! the power 
Of hell gathold upon thee, and from within thee spoke — 
Another came, and, with a jeer, said, " This is of them.*' 
The "fiiU-mouthedf oatV came strengthening thy 

denial — 
Thy word was not sufficient.— -The third time came 
The tempter, and thus accused, " Surely thou art His 

follower — 
Thy speech betrayeth thee, thou art of Galilee." 
With cursing and loud swearing once again, 
" This Man of whom ye speak I know not." 
Was the ascendancy which Satan gained so strong 
That thrice thou could'st deny, and not one pang 
Of conscience wound thee? — Had'st thou so low 
Sunk in thy self-abasement, that *till the cock 
The second time his clarion sounded, no thought 
Of self-reproach darkened thy wrinkled brow ? 

•Cowpcr, t Blair (Grave.) 
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And when the Lord írom His accusers turaedy 
And looked at thee, and when His words 
Shot, as a barbed arrow, through thy soul, and then 
Thy promise so vehement of ^^death, but not denial," 
As poison rankled there, say, if bitterness 
Did not o'erwhelm thee, and *neath the gush 
0£ sorro w and repentance thou didst not well-nigh siuk f 
Tears came to thy relief — oh ! couldst thou then 
Have washed the stain so foul, the blot that now, 
Though eighteen centuries have fled, still cleaves 
And marks thy page of history, rivers of penitance, 
Copious as Siloam's springs, had gladly sprung 

From thy surcharged heart 

Peter sinned deeply, and for his crime 

How deeply has he suffered — his name is marked 

By all posterity as one whose courage failed him 

In the hour of trial. — The deep burnt brand 

Of his denial is brought out in fuU relief, 

Whilst the bright mark of Jesus stamped upon him 

Is overlooked .... 'Tis true that Simon, 

Of the elevcn alone, denied his Lord ; 

But 'tis as true, that of those the prívileged, 

He was the ordy one tbat to thc Hall 

Of Judgment, and within the Court of Caiaphas 

And Jewish Sanhedrim, appeared to have the test 

Put to his faith, the probe to try his love. 

E'en virtue in the rest was negative, 

For, at the sight of iU, they all with one accord 
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Fled and forsook Him . — " Whence came his tears 
Of bitter penitence, at the first look of Jesus, 

If hve burst not the flood-gates of his sorrow ? 

• * • . • « « 

'* It was * the time when 'gainst the breaking day 
Rebellious night yet strove." AU nature slumbers, 
And all the drowsy denizens of Salem, so late 
The seat of turmoil and distress, have at the hands 
Of Somnus sought to find short-lived relief 
From guilt deep rooted, and 'neath the influence 
Of " Death's half-brother,t Sleep,'' have sunk 
In dull oblivion and legarthic happiness : 
Not so the few faint foUowers of Jesus : 
O'erwhelmed with grief for His decease, fatigued 
With midnight vigils and deep watching, yet such 
Their love and deep afíection, they knew no Master, 
Recognized no Lord, whilst He was parted from them ; 
Love was the antidote that dispelled at once 
AU thought of base ídolatry — it was ihe " opiat^ 
That lulled suspicion,'* the "oblivious draught 
That scattered misery," which, while they mourn'd 

His death, by faith supported them « 

The spices were prepared, the swaddiing bands 
And grave-clothes ready, the body lain 
Within a sepulchre, new cloven in the rock, 
In which as yet the worm had never entered 
To fínd on human clay a banquet horrible ; 

• Tmso (Fairfax'8,) t Virgil (Dryden's.) 
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(Sure sign of abject wretchedness to which 

Tbe monster sin's reduced our fallen race.) 

But lo ! tbe Sabbath intervenes, and Jewish rites 

Of sepulture must be deferred until tbe day 

Of rest has merged in that of labor. 

Tbe day sabbatic o*er, behold them then, 

With spices and sweet ointments, towards th' tomb 

With haste proceeding. . . Night had not yet 

Given up her sway ; the summit grey of Olivet 

Had scarce *come rosy, with th' reflected smile 

Of Phoebus from his eastem couch new risen ; 

The limpid blue was just besprinkled o'er 

Wiih fleecy clouds ; the sheeny light of Luna 

And her train, as one almost o*ercome 

By victor conquering, was less resplendent, 

And gleamed less brightly, than when alofl 

In midnight splendour; the flowers, Flavonia'sglory 

shed 
Abroad, their moming incense to the praise 
O* the* emerald-mantled goddess ; the early birds 
Were pouring forth their matin orisons, and to the God 
Of heaven they carolled forth their cheerful melody ; 
So sweet the praise of Nature, and so trae^ 
<*< That listening* angels hushed their harpsto hear.*' 
It wa« a lovely sight — the temple's dome, 
The countless spires and minerets of synagogues 
Rearing aloft, (as though to point to Him 

^ Johnson. 



60 P£T£B. 

Whose mercy they had slighted,) were dimly seen 
In duU relief, amidst the gloaming twilight 
That ushered in the modest, blushing dawn. 
The Maries and Salome halted not to view 
This poetry of nature, this living tableau 
Of Heaven's own pencilling. Fired with one thoughty 
One end alone they longed for — and towards that goal 
They pressed, with steps as wiUing and elastic 
As though the victor's laurel, or their life's extension, 
Depended on the effort. No jarring animosity — 
No emulating strife — retarded them. 
In their pursuit of love and hallowed friendship; 
No fear of the reproach of Koman soldier, 
Watching at the tomb, had power to make 
Them laggard in their ** work of faith." 
Oh no ! *' for love is strong as death :" no power 
On earth courts raore gigantic feats, 
Or glories more in tribulations ; " it hugs* reproaeh, 
And smiles at death/' until the King of Terrors, 
Devoid of hollow ghastliness, is forced 
To give an answering smile ; it makes the timid 
Bold, and to the stammering tongue imparts 
An eloquence that strength, nor force of argument 
E'er ventured to gainsay ; it raakes the slothful diligent, 
And to the lazy foot, and languid eye, imparts 
A fervent action and a lustrous glory. 
But see them start ! 

* HamiltoB. 
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Oh ! why that look and thrill of desolation 
That, like a cloud, o'erspreads their features, 
Obliterating the slight beam of hope, tiU now 
So fondly nurtured ? The empty sepulchre, 
And stone removed, proclaim the truth — 
"He is not here." — Grief, as an incubus, 
0*erwhelms them, until two shining ones 
(As if to make their joy more blissful 
By th' contrasted depth of misery) cry, 

"^MíHe isrisen." 

When Peter heard 

The news seraphic, that, from the tomb 
Of Joseph, a resurrection was proclaimed, 
Think you he doubted, or in idleness awaited 
A second summons, ere he turned his face 
To seek the confírmation for himself ? 
Oh no ! with eager steps and breathless haste 
He rushes on toward the place of sepulture ; 
Love, " that fragrant* mystery of the soul," 
Inspired him, and with the beloved disciple 
He runs to seek the Saviour. Butthe youthful vigour 
And nimble foot of John outdistances the steps 
Of aged Pcter, and past his veteran friend 
He reaches first the sepulchre, and stooping down 
He views the empty grave-olothes. ButPeter, 
With impetuous zeal, not long delays, 
And past the gazing John, he breathless bolts, 

* Hamilton. 
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Nor stops till in the Sepulchre Uselff he fínds 

By demonstration ocular, and proof most tangible, 

That of a truth " He is not here, but risen !*' 

Is thÍ8 a proof that Simon loved not ? 

Or can you trace to any other source 

The hidden spring of action ? Was there no /aith 

When for the ýirst time since he had thrice 

Denied " he knew Hira not/* in full persuasion 

Of forgiveness, he iishered forth to meet 

The Master ? . . Sure 'tis malevolenee 

And jaundiced jealousy, if you impute 

To lach qffaith, or want of love, the spur 

That urged the '* genial* current of his soul." 

'* 'Twas after He (the Lord) had closed 

ÍEis weary sojourn in Jerusalem, three days 

Had seen His flesh a tenant of the tomb — 

But He had burst the bonds imposed by death, 

And risen forth a Conqueror, 'twas at such time 

The chosen few went forth in frail pursuit 

Of gain, arising from their lawfiil calling, 

On which to found a livelihood precarious. 

The night was dark, the sea of Galilee returned 

With answering frowns, the lumid lowering 

O* the tempestuous heavens, and fruitless was the net 

Spread on the Lake Genessaret; the fínny tribes 

Were not an easy prey, and all night long 
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They toiled hard, but nothing captured. 

The morning dawned, "Hyperion's* glittering shafts'* 

Were seen, as on his march he neared the toweríng 

brow 
And purple crest of Olivet ; but stiU the bark 
Was motionless — but on the shore there stood 
One who had been their friend, but yet 
ïhey knew Him not, until the "voice 
That ne*er had failed to cheer them, made Him known. 
" Children, have ye any meat?" They answer, ** No." 
** Let down the net, the right side of the ship, 
And ye shall find." The word goes forth — 
The obedience is implicit — the glittering shoals 

Jtush in the frail entanglement ofdeath 

Then the beloved disciple, when he saw 
The draught miraculous, cried, " It is the LORD.*' 
Peter's quick ear discerns the name beloved, 
And o'er the vessePs side he plunges, and soon, 
Without a thought of fear, he reached his Lord 
Long ere his fellows and co-partners with the ship 
Had ploughed the wat*ry main. **Bringof thefish,' 
The Master cries. Peter's attentive ear 
Command anticipated, and his brawny arm 
Had drawn the weltering spoil to land 
Ere scarce the summons was communicate. 
Did aught but love e*er make obedience 
And laborious duty a pleasing privilege ? 

• Oraj. 
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Tell me (if thou canst) what other pow'r than/atïA 
Can tread the billows as thing 'neath which 

No danger lurks or threatens ? 

• • • « • « 

'* Simon, son of Jonas, dost love me more than these?'* 
" Yea, Lord, thou knowest that I love Thee." 
Thrice was the question asked, and thrice received 
The same reply of unequivocal assurance. 
But Peter felt (how deeply none can tell) 
The poignant anguish of a wounded spirit, 
When as oft as he*d denied, he had to bear 
The all-searching question of Him he'd wronged. 
The third time came the words, "Lovest thou me?'* 
Peter was grieved in heart ; and not content 
With owning that he loved, he now appealed 
Unto the Omniscience of the Saviour, and at once 
Puts a full period to all further doubt, ** Lord, 
Thou knowest aU things in heaven and earth — 
Thou knowest that with heart and soul" I love Thee — 
........ Sure none now dare 

Afisert he loved not, when to the all-seeing eye 
Of Jehovah's Sent he thrice appealed 
To read his heart. 

• #••♦* 

Such then was Peter 

The apostle fisherman of Galilee ; the man 
"Whoaefaitk you question, and whose loDe (you say) 
M'as only superficial. What was it then 
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That nobly nerved him to give up all for Christ? 
What art conferred the power to preach in words 
So thrilling and sharp-cutting, that of those who heard 
Three thousand men were pricked in their hearts, 
And gave glory to th' God of Israel by conversion? 
(Sure it was ihen the Saviour*s promise was fulfiUed, 
'^ Gomei and ye shall be físhers of souls of men/') 
What dared him brave Herod Agrippa's wrath 
When, to please the Jews, he cast tfae son of Jonas 
Into prison, and to the charge of four quatemions 
Of Roman soldiers, to be held in *' durance vile," 
Delivered him, intending, after Easter, he 
Should share the fate of James tfae son of Zebedee ? 
And when death, for Christ's sake and the Gospel's 
Threatened, and Nero, with the thirst for blood 
That moved him, oonnived at crucifíxion, 
What nerved his mind to speak with calm-ton'd longing 
Of the decease at Rome, to be accomplished ? 
'Twas Faith, Hwas Love, it cannot be denied, * 
Without at once impugning Scripture verity. 
Peter^B faith removed the mountains thatencompassed, 
The trials that beset him ; this e'en his name denotes * 
For " thou art Peter, and on this rock, 
This Mock of Faith, a Church I'li found." 
To Peter was committed the keys 
Wherewith to unlock the mysteries of Heaven ; 
And well he used them ; for on the day of Pentecost 
He was the fírst to preacfa unto the Jews 
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The tiding3 of a free salvation ; aud in his mission 
To Cornelius, the Centurian of a Roman band, 
Hefirst disclosed and brought to light 
The riches of the Gospel to the GenHle world. 
Feter's faith did stand him when he needed it ; 
He did foWow to príson and to death the Lord, 
Whom in bis yain self-confídence he'd denied. 
For years he bore the " cold capricious gale" 
Of captious scom ; his life was one long scene 
Of consecrated serrice ; he stood (as stands 
The Apocalyptic Angel) fuU in the beams 
Of Him the Sun of Kighteousness ; and as each 
Rain-drop, if viewed with microscopic eye, 
Ketums with answering radiance and perfection 
Each solar ray ; so Feter in his life, and 
Every act, if viewed with eye of Faith, 
Beflects the graces and the matchless splendour 
Of Heaven's Etemal Day Star . 

.... But for his LOYE, 
That pivot of the soul, that solar focus 
Of the Christian system, whose force centripetal 
More than atones for centrifugal o' th' world. 
Of íhis, words fail to tell ; it was too deep 
For those to sympathize, who have not felt 
TJieir souls go forth, drawn vdth the " cords. of love,'* 
To Feter's Lord ; it was the power that moved 
His tongue to eloquence ; it was the " gentle perfume"* 

• Hamilton. 
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Of his character ; it was the " natural aliment'' 

That fed the assurance of etemal bliss ; 

It was the beauty of his soul ; the *< leaping fullness'** 

Of the intemal spring of living waters ; 

It was th' light welcoming transparency of heart, 

That courted light and truth; it was the power 

" Evaporating selfishness,"*which caused him 

To act to others in preference to himself. 

No " intermitting spring,"* no " geyser of affection,"* 

No " smoking whirlspout,"» of time seeming fervor 

Was Simon Peter's. No, his love flowed onward, 

Yet always upward^ in its bias ; one living spring, 

One perennial fount^ one " amaranthine flower of 

faith ;"t 
And though seas of sorrow, with portentous frown, 
And clouds of trials^ big fraught with danger, 
Threatened him ; though his life was one straight 
Narrow walk of fear, in order to avoid 
The Scylla of worldly scorn, on one side, 
The'Charybdis of death and prison on the other. 
Yet *midst the gathering gloom, in bold relief, 
He stands revealed, his character personified^ 

" ThE FaITH WHICH W0EK8 BY LOVE !'* 

♦ ♦ • ♦ ♦ 

Methinks thy hve 
Bums not more strongly than did Peter's, 
IfjWÍthout chariiy^ you judge him harshly. 

• Hamilton. t Wordsworth. 
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Turn home thy thoughts, and see if thou 

H.aat /aith like his ; canst thou, and having 

The 'vantage of his example, stand secure 

Amid earth's scorn, and bear reproof 

For Him, the Nazarene ? Dost never flinch 

To bear the name of " Saint ?" Never by act 

Deny thy Saviour, and virtually say 

" I know Him not ?" Could'st thou bear, 

YQ^joyfuUyy the spoiling of thy goods, yea, and refuse 

E'en life itself, if Jesus' honor and the cause 

Of Gospel truth must be the sacrifíce ? 

Canst thou'neath every desolating stroke, even though 

It rob thee of thy heart's choice treasure^ 

With Peter, " cast your care on Him, who 

Carethyór you ?*' Canst thou bear the brand 

Of " hypocrite," for inconsistency, when in the sight 

Of God, thou know*8t thy heart sinned not ? 

And when accused of " alienatedfriendship^** 

And other trials of which the world knows not, 

Canst thou in patience and submission bear 

The reproach of Christ, and esteem it greater riches 

Than th* homage of an universe ? Is thy love so over- 

powering, 
And its efiulgent rays so bright, as t' eclipse 
And cast in shade poor Simon's ? What ! silent ? 
Thine own conscience not befriend thee ? Go, then, 
And for thy profít learn this truth, that 
Heaven's glory, and the praise of Heaven's 
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Eternal Archetype, will be within tby grasp ; 
When thou canst say Mrith Simon, and without 
A shadow of misgiving, '* Lord, thou knowest 
AU things in Heaven and Earth, 
Thou knowest that I LOVE Thee." 



Wfít naeatl^ of Sb^xH^^ 



Gencsis xxiii. 1, 2. l Peteriii.6. Hebrews zi.l3. 

Galatiani iv. 



** To die is gain." 
Thus said Gamaliel's scholar, and thus say all 
Who in this transitorj state^ enjoy the eamest 
Of an immortality, — Yes, if " to live is Chrisf^ 
Then death is gain, infinite and eternal. 
The fool may die, the worldly-minded too, 
High riding in career of loathsome wickedness, 
The churlish Nabals, the Mammon-loving Achans, 
Of the world, may perish, and none layeth it 
To heart ; but on the death-bed of the righteous 
Resteth Hope, and to Jefthurun's God 
Their death is precious. ODeathl invidious monster 
Thou satellite of guilt and paramour of sin, 
(In whose fell train come Pestilence and Flague, 
" Convulsion wild, and apoplex íull gorged," and all 
The unnumbered ills that flesh is heir to,) 
Who can withstand thy ravages ? "Sí OTi'fe \«t^ ^ys^qN* 
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Thy sway, or can with magic art appea»e 

Or stay thy appetite camivorous ! 

" Unheard of epicure !" wiU naught suflBce thee 

But the blood of hunoan victims ? -Art thou so 

Insatiate, that on man himself thou must dispend 

Thy venom ? But stay, thy sting is sin, 

The strength o£ sin 's the law ; but then the law 

Ttself's disarmed through righteouness ; and now 

The elect ones of Jehovah may feel thy dart, 

But nopoism rankles there ! Thanks be to Him 
Through whose strength is the victory ! 

Ceres looked forth, 
And smiled on Mamre's plain ; no frown 
Of angry sullenness or furious wrath 
Could find a resting place on Nature's face. 

The evanescent blue of Coelum's ocean 

Was fathomless, so deep and liquid was the beauty 

Of its ethereal ; thebarren crags, the sun-burnt 

Slope of Olivet, shone with aborro^^ed beauty, 

The vine, and pomegranate entwined as friends, 

The gentle breathi of zephyrus disturbed, 

And rcvelled with the fig- tree's leaves — 

But o*er the beauteous vale of Hebron steals 

A pensive sadness ; th' echoing hills 

Return no sound of revelry, nor from th' mountain side 

The voice of mirth reverberates ; hushed is the pipe 

And song of Shepherd, as o'er the pastured fields 

TheBocks roam leisurely j even the brook 
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Glides languidly, as though it felt and shared 
The Patriarch's sorrow ; and ever and anon 
Without the usual interchange of greeting 
The servants of the camp, meet noiselessly, 
Perform their duty, and depart in siltnce. 
What meaneth it ? can sadness dwell 
Or sorrow reign within a spot so lovely ? 
Alas ! no place so fair but sin hath entered j — 
No gourd blooms so luxuriant, but at th' root 
The worm begins his carnival 

But see the Patriarch ! 

His wrinkled brow is clouded with the weight 

Of heart-felt grief, as towards the tent 

Of his lov*d partner, he wends his way. 

Sure 'tis no common stroke of bitterness 

That agitates the " Friend of God !" some evil dire 

Must move his soul to bittemess — ^that thus in 

poignant 

And heart-rending sorrow, he bows his head 
In Kirjath-arba . . . and this was not 
The only scourge that put its share, to harrow up 
His past life's smoothness — and thus destroy 
His being's equanimity — 
For he had borne on Moriah's height to bind 
His son, his only one — a living sacrifice 
Obedient to Omnipotent decree — ^he had toiled 
The three days' journey — and his patemal heart 
Was oft times tom, with child-like questÍQivú\% 
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Of youthful Isaac — ^but yet he murmured not, 

No flaw ia his obedience found to trace 

His heart's deep strivings — ^no groan found vent, 

His centenarian form no sackcloth shrouded 

With dust he sprinkled not his hoary head ; 

And not a tear adown his furrowed cheek 

Pursued its coursing — and yet he hved him — 

And he had seen the Cities of the plain o'erpowered 

By awful desolation — and he had sent his firstbom 

The son of the Egyptian, forth into the wilds 

Of Beer-sheba — and with the bondwoman 

He cast him out — and though "the thing was 

grievous" 
Yet tvept not Abram — But oh ! for Sarah ! 
For his much-loved, his cherished Sarah ! 
She who had passed with him the life-long term 
Of fuU a century— she, who had come 
From far Euphrates, and with the Sojoumer 
Had gone the way they knew not — oh ! for her 
His manly cheek was moistened with the gush 
Of sorrow's dew-drops — for her he came 
And in her silent tent, before his dead, 

" He mourned and wept" 

There is a chastened loveliness in grief 
On Friendship's shrine when offered, nature then « 
" Shakes off * her wonted firmness" and the heart 
O'erfiUed with lamentation, finds ei/riend 

• Blair. 
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In tears — thrice hallowed sign 

Of inWard sympathyy and sanctifíed indeed 

When o'er the grave of Bethany, the Master poured 

His heart's affections for death-stricken Lazarus; 

And when again o'er guilty, sinning Salem 

He looked with eye prophetical, again " He wept" — 

But here (by inspiration) Moses throws 

The Grecian * painter's veil o'er Abraham's sorrow ; 

No words of fulsome adulation are annexed 

To charge with temblance the realUy of grief ; 

No highly wrought eulogiums here are found 

Froceeding from the Patriarch, in eilent attitude 

He sat him down — and in this e^pitaph 

(" More surely 'graved than monumental brast") 

The attesting Spirit thus, a tribute paid 

Her Yirtues and his love ; for Abraham sat 

" And moumed and weptfor SarahJ* 

He moumed and wept T 
And what is mouming ? is it the deep 
And writhing agony expressed in feature P 
Is it the phrenzied passion that scoms alike 
Affection's help and iriendship's sympathy P 
Is it the loathing sickness, the morbid apathy 
To outward duties, the inert langour and the cold 
And futile hoUowness of human sensibitity ? 
It may be these, when mourner and the mouraed 
Alike pass on, and " feel no hope in death ;" 
When the pale clay that once was rife 

* Timanthes. 
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With happiness, hut now in death's cold arms 

Has laid its hard earned laurels, and the lone 

Survivor of the ruin, without a thought 

Beyond death's charnel house, looks on the wreck, 

Thus he may sorrow. But not so Ahraham : 

His was the Christian's hope, and life the means, 

But not the end of living ; he could look 

The pale horse and his rider full in the face, 

And flinch not, — he knew th* unerring shaft [rod 

Was pointed with a fathef's hand, and could kiss the 

E'en though it slay his Sarah, — ^his the grief 

That softens and suhdues, — his the 'plaints, 

Too big for utterance, except in tears, 

Ferhaps his thoughts dwelt on her maiden love, 
When, for his sake, she left her house and kindred, 
And round his heart (even as ivy clings) she 'twined 
The tendrils of her lo ve, and with a holy vow 
Plighted her young affections ; — perhaps, he thought 
And lingered long upon her beauty, where the lily 
Reigned supreme, save where the rose has thrown 
Her blushing glances ; and her form, light 
With elasticity of youth, and pliant as the vine 
That shadowed Eschol — and then his soul 
Would kindle into love ; would live again 
His transient happiness,— 'till once again he sought 
The one he loved ; but oh ! to find the place 
Where she was wont to be, now knew her not. 
Abraham spoke not, but stiU " he moumed and wept** 
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And to his lonely heart, in sad and solemn silence, 
Ferhaps he thus a requiem sang : — 

<* Alas ! and art thou dead ! is life then gone, 

*' And beauty tumed to ashes ? Now in thy tent 

*' Thy bright eyes' welcome will no more retum 
^' Affection's answer : Oh ! my sad heart is rent 

<' With disappointment. I fínd each cheating morn 

" Still dupes me, Sarah ! 

<' And when upon the altar I prepare, 
<< At early dawn, our sacrifíce of praise, 

" And to Jehoyah offer up the prayer 
'' Of a whole household, and in a chorus raise 

'^ Our Ebenezers, thy handmaids will be there, 

"But not thoUj Sarah ! 

<* And I shall miss thee, when I climb the hiU 
''That shades our Mamre; and again at noon, 

" Beneath the butm-tree ;* and beside the rill 
" That gurgles sweetly, where by evening moon, 

" We oft have met, when thou, thy urn to fill, 

" Hast tarried, Sarah ! 

'< The Spring shall come, the turtle's voice shall swell 
** Her joyful note in Hebron's woody vale j 

' * The Summer's sun again shall come, and dwell 
'* On Eschol's vineyards; cvery flow'ry dale 

" Shall sing with gladness : by my sad heart shall tell 

" Thy absence^k Swk&A 
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" The Winter shall return, and with his snow 
<* Shall crown the hiU tops ; and Autumn in her state 

** Of luscious juices, the vine trees hanging low, 
*' With purple clusters, and the ripened date ; 

'' But thou no more in life for me shalt go 

" To press them, Sarah ! 

** Oh ! I have loved thee ; even in age *twas sweet, 

* 'Twas passing sweet, to see thee hov'ring near ; 
'*Twas music to my soul to hear thee greet 

" Thy lord," that name to thee so dear, 
" But now no more for ever shall I meet 

" My much loved Sarah ! 

<' For evevj did I say P The thought were madness ; 

<' To think that life shall pass, and stiU for ever 
^* No ray of hope, to soothe my lone heart's sadness, 

*' And tell it that for iime alone we sever ; 
" But now hyfaith again *tis tuned to gladness, 

" And looks to heaven, Sarah ! 

<< There, high exalted, sits a Lamb new slain, 
" Looking the Conqueror ; and at His chariot wheel 

*' I see grim death ; the tyrant I disdain, 
" Since robbed of his sting ; and then again I feel 

<* That He, our Isaac prototyped, wiU claim 

" Thy spirit, Sarah ! 
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** But now farewell— for I have lingered long, 
" And still could linger ; and Ihough the gi*ave 

" Shall 'whelm thy body, yet 'midst the choral throng 
" Thou'lt meet in glory, and worship Him who gave 

** Salvation and the victory; yes, in that noble song, 

»' ril join thee, Sarah !" 
• • • • • 

He rose up calmly, and with a long sad look, 
He covered up the corse, and from the sons of Heth 
He sought a burial place ; and there in Machpelah 
The patriarch laid to rest, the once fair form, 
The mortal ruin of Chaldea's daughter. 

Parting is grievous, e*en though the morrow's sun 
Shall smile upon re-uaion ; but when the loved, 
The lost, have passed the Jordan, that blackly flows 
Between us and eternity, and when gaunt death 
Has set his seal upon the fínal " bourne 
From whence no traveller returns," to tell aloud 
The secrets of the prison-house, how sharp the pang 
That thrills through every vital— oh ! what a void 
Is felt — and how the heart, attuned to harmony, 
And wont to answer in affection's minstrelsy 
Each wavering chord, is left, with desolation 
As a whirlwind, scattering alike its buds, 
Its full-blown blossoms, and perhaps its fruits. 

But Hope, with pitying eye, looks on, 

And sees the mourner, and with her mágic wand 
The wildtrness wiU flourish. Of every myrtle wreafh 
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She forms a garland ; on every cypress bough 

She hangs a laurel ; and 'neath the yew tree's shade 

On every mouldering turf, she points to heaven. 

So 'twas with Abraham : dark as the thunder cloud 
His trying sorrow ; yet through the vista of long years 
Hope showed a rainbow : he saw " the Plagues 
Of death, and graves Destruction ;'' he saw th' 

Incarnate God 
Had burst the shackles of humanity, 
And, strong in faith, he left his dead, in " full 
And certain hope of Hesurrection.'' 



• In the vale of Hebron is stiU pointed out a venerable Terebinth 
or Butm tree, which is held in high estimation, from a traditionary 
belief among the natives, that its spreading branches covered the 
tent of Abrabam,"— Paa?í(»»*« Illuttrationt qf Scripíure, 
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Luke z. 38—42. John xi. l — 15 ; sii. 1—11. Luke zziii. 60—53. 

Know'st thou old OlivetP 
That towers aloft, courting the sun-set rays 
And halmj hreath of Zephyrus, on Falestina's soil. 

lliough eighteen centuries and more have passed 

From time into eternity, since Israers Lord 
And His apostles trod, with hallowed feet, 
This more than classic ground — ^yet in far East 
Beyond Jerusalem, its undulating slopes 
And hold declivities, may still he seen, 
In proud pre-eminence, 'midst Judea*s mountains. 
. . Not Tabor's graceful front and noble outline ; 
Nor Carmers glowing scenes of landscape beauty ; 
IN'or height sublime, nor grandeur picturesque, 
Of ancient Lebanon, so far affect the mind, — 
Kecall immortal visions of the past, and fíre 
Imagination, as the forsaken breast of Olivet ! 
— ^ïh' rock, th' river, and th* vale, are stiU unchanged, 
Nature still wears her wild and wan demean, 
And th' curse (that like a besom) swept the land, 
Demolishing alike the works of prince and peasant, 
The synagogues, and altars, and thegorgcous temple, 
Has spared this calm retreat, and left unscathed 
The holy mount, where Christ was " wont to pray." 
The palm, the fig, and spreading sycamore áre gone. 
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But stiU the noble olive-tree, with fílial duty claims 
Its right ancestral, and vindicates aloud 

Its own patemal soil 

It was a lovel j walk 

Of fifteen furlongs from Salem unto Bethany, 
And one perchance which Christ bad ofl-times trod, 
When with His " friends," He sought to leave behind 
The busy hum of th* receding city — ^for Kidron passed 
And then Gethsemane, 'twas a well-beaten path, 
Along the valley of Jehoshaphat, until there lay, 
At eastem foot of Olivet, in calm quiescence, 
Protected by the mount, th' romantic " town 
Of Mary and of Martha." — This pastoral walk 
Through open fíelds of ripe waving com, 
Whilst far beyond rose the dark brow 
Of Moab's mountains, — was much endeared 
To Christ of Nazareth ; and perhaps 'twas here 
That on that Sabbath-morn, his poor disciples, 
Hungered and weary with their weekly toil, 
Plucked the full ears, and, 'mid the low'ring scorn 
Of watching Pharisees, made thus their mid-day raeal 

. A loving household 
Was the three of Bethany — linked in the ties 
Of love fraternal,— that holy bond of sympatby, 
The chain of brotherhood, — no wrangling strife, 
'ór bint invective, — no domestic broils, 
(Which as a canker -worm, unheeded, still destroys) 
Disturbed the quiet of their home, making theír hearth 
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In happiness defícient. No, Love reigned supreme, 
And at their well-spread hoard, Feace sat enthroned, 
Making their frugal meal still hetter fare 
Than " stalled ox,*' if mixed with hate. 

But even here 

Nature assumed her right, and her sceptre swayed, 
As ever-varying goddess, and in aseparate mould 
Had cast their characters, and by her varied tints 
Preserved the picture from monotony, and in a garb, 
Each differing, attired their loveliness ; (thus music too 
Is rendered harmony, bj th* sweet blended sounds 
Of different notes, if uttered in one key), — so here, 
By Bethany's three harraonists, a triple chord 
Was struck, the key-note — Love, 

In LAZARUS we see 

The Christian Friend and Brother; beloved by all 

Within his influence ; for at his early death 

'Twas not a few that came to mourn for him ; 

And his fratemal love is loudly told 

By the deep anguish of the sorrowing pair. 

He loved the Saviour too, and in his daily ** walk 

And conversation,'' his character must have formed 

A close assimilation to the Master's; forwhen the news 

Ofhisdeceasehad reached Christ's pitying ear, He spoke 

To His few followers of " ourfriend Lazartis" 

Maetha, the housewife, was full of trouble oft, 
And " cumbered with rauch serving,"— fond of her home 
And studiously anxious to supply the every want 
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Of friend and household — a careful busy woman : 
And doubtless Mary and her brother oíl-times found 
Much comfort in her "serving." — Of largebenevolence, 
Her generous heart anticipated want, 'twas her delighi 
To administer to those who stood in need, 
The ready siiccour of her well-fiUed store ; and when 

at times 
The Master on His way, would cross the threshold, 
And seek short respite from His daily toil, 
Twas then her eye beamedforth the brightest welcome, 
Twas then her feet were nimblest in the work 
Of festive preparation ; and then her active mind 
Was ever on the stretch t' devise some increased comfort . 

But twice in holy writ (beside the death scene) 
We fínd her name inscribed, and in them boih 
This trait of character stands out in bold relief. 
For when at Bethany, the neighbours made a feast, 
For Jesus' sake, at healed Simon*s house, we find 
That at the table's head *tis Martha serving. And 

when again, 
As journeying through the town, He reached her door, 
And as a poor tired man, received her bounty, 
So anxious for Hi8 salie, her very love brought down 
A delicate reproof : — " Lord, dost Thou not care 
That I should serve alone f Lord, bid my sister help.'» 
** Martha, Martha, careful and troubled about many 

things 
Aif thoUj — one thing alone is needful." 
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MARY, the gentle listener 
Found at the Saviour's/«cí, her sweet repose, 
She loved her Lord, and though His earthly wants 
And hodily requirements, found no small claim 
On her affections, yet, hy her faith she knew 
He came to minister to those who sat in want, 
And not to he the ministered : He came to give the food 
Of heavenly manna ; and sought not ours hut us. 
Deep love, and faith, and that great " omament 
A quiet spirit,'* shone hright in her, and low 
At Chnsfsfeet, she leamed those gracious truths, 
Which as the gentle dew on Hermon's thirsty hills, 
Fell on her soul, and hrought forth íruits of holiness. 

Oh ! heaven on earth, to lay aside life's cares, 
Which as an incuhus, keep down and quench 
The Spirit's strivings, and tread the lowly path 
Of humhle adoration, through the sequestered walk 
Of Humility's deep vale .... 
An active, ardent mind, alive to slight neglect, 
Prone to be irritate, susceptible of aíïront, 
Ts oft-times by the world, set down a noble spirit ; 
Whilst the meek, but noiselessly obedient ones, 
Are held to ridicule, as feeble and unseemly. 

Not so with God. — He sees not as does man, 
But both the heart and reins, probes with such truth, 
That every act is weighed by its own principles, 
And motives as the source, preferred to outward works. 

'Twas Mary's choice, to choose the better part» 
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And hear Christ*s verdict, which "full acquittal gave 
1 he zeal,which dared not share a sister's weak anxieties.'' 

'Twas her's to meet the Lord at Siraon's tahle, 
And whilst the favored few, who feasted with Him, 
Síit round the hoard, enjoying His discourse, 
She, from behind Ilira knelt, and with the spikenard 

ointment 
IIis feet anointed, and from Judas drew 
A sharp reproval. But Christ again appeared 
Her ju3tifier; and in these loving words 
A tostimonial drew, which future ages scarce 
Have leamed to imitate. — " Let her alone j 
Against my burial she hath done this, and wheresoe'r 
This gospel shall be preached, that she hath done 
Shall be loud spoken, a living testimonial 
And memorial of her love." 

Sure 'twas a commendation 
Surpassing far the empty honor, and evanescent fame 
Of fulsome eulogy, when Christ her motive scanned, 
And then jTonounced " she had done what she could !** 

But now the Master's time 
Had well nigh come, and in " Bethabara 
Bevoud the Jordan," He waited till the loud 
Deep warning sound of His last consummation 
Smote with funereal note His listening ear. 

No f ar of meeting death unnerved His mind, 
Or when the summons came, He else had fled, 
AnA scorned the dangerons road of once again 
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Returning to Judea. But Ile had worh tc do j 

And wist ye not, the Saviour came on earth 

GOD'S name to glorlfy ? And here 'raidst Reuben's 

tribe 
He preached In saving words, the truths that healing 

gave 
To those who trusted Him. 

Now Lazanis was sick 
Nigh unto death, — disease, surly and grini, 
Lay hold and bound him, — and grisly death 
His bony fingers held, in silent token 
Of his near approach. The sorrowing two 
Look on discomfíted. The eye, so late 
Beaming affection, is now by ruthless hand 
Fast glazing ;— the h'ps, that ne'er 
Spoke, but with love, losing their vital hue, 
Are purple dyeing; — the arm, that long 
Had swayed protection, now nerveless lay ; 
And th* attenuated frame told loudly then 
How strong the King of Terrors. 'Qu.tfaith was theirs 
And by the mouth of friend, this message short 
Came to Bethabara, — ** Lord, he whom Thou lov'st 

Wisdom as well Bsfaith 
Was in thes^ words. No wailing sound 
Came unto Christ : — No mournful 'plaint 
Of death-like lamentation, brim-fuU of woe, 
Telling thc niany virtues of their beloved 
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And stricken-one, came to the " Virgin-bom." 

No ; Mary and ber sister knew tbeir Lord, 

And knowing Him, bad faitb to trust 

His tried affection ; and tbus in simple eloquence, 

His love for Lazarus, and not tJieir oxDn, 

Make tbeir appeal, — " Lord, be wbom Thou lov'st 

Issick." 

. Ponder tbese words, ye sorrowing ones, 
And wben ye plead, and bow tbe knee, to pray 
For your afflicted, tbink tben, tbat Cbrist's 
Ear still is open, — tbat now, as wben at Bethany, 
He marks tby tears, and bends His ear 
To supplications j — tbat every rod of His 
Is dipped in love ; — tbat wbile ye smart 
Beneatb its lasb, and flincb at its correction, 
Tbe bealing balm is tbere, and it shall yield 
Sweet fruits of peacefulness; — that still tbese words, 
*' As many as I love, I oft rebuke, and chasten 
My adopted," are the same, and fraugbt 
With deep comfort : — then raise tbe drooping hands, 
And bow the feeble knee, and breathe this prayer, 
" Bebold, O Lord ! be whom Thoulov'st is sick." 

When Jesus heard the words, 
At once He knew the issue ; and to His friends 
He meek replied, — " Tbis is not unto deaíhj 
But for God's glory, and that I, His Son, 
May be thus glorified." Delightful trutb, 
Tbat Ile, wbo sees the end of all tbings, 
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From beginning, should thus in love 
Spare the poor soul, — that for its fruit's sake, 
Kequires much prunÍDg ; and when in dust, 
And humbled under chastisement ; and when again, 
As ore into the fumace, healed beyond 
Its usual wont, He cleanses firom its dross 
The soul's true metal, until He sees 
In the clear liquid stream reflected back 
His own true image : — ^in cheering words 
' Tis tJien He speaks, ^* It is not unto death .-" 
And when the sable cloud, and frowning dispensation 
Is rent by hand oïfaith, then it is proved 
That GOD in Christ receives " the glory." 

Now Jesus loved nmch 
Both LazaruB and his sisters ; so when He heard 
Of their affliction, He still abode 
* * Two days beyond the Jordan.** . 

• . . . Sure this is strange ! 
That with such love, He lingered thus 

In silent apathy Hush ye ! who dare 

His acts to question Know ye not 

*Twas Christ ; that He, th* Omnipotent, 
Too, was Omniscient ? And dost thou then, 
The " creature of a day," ask why is this ? 
Wist ye not, hecause He loved so much, 
He tarried in Bethabara, and chose to wait, 
E'en for His followers' sake, till death had gained 
A victory over Lazarus ? 
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Strange, too, it seemed 
To return into Jtidea. Doubtless it flashed 
As sickening truth, across the loving minds 
Of the Disciples, that here it was, the Jews 
Had sought His life ; and they remembered, too, 
The loweting brows and bitter scorn, 
As with uplifted hands, they sought '* to stone Him." 

But Jesus loved much, and '* He must needs^^ 
Go thither — that there high upon Calvary, 
In the loved city of Jehovah-Shamnah, 
He might bear the imputed curse, and die 
" The Victor-Victim." 

But ourfriend sleepeth, and hence I go 

To wake him." 

" Lord, if he only sleep, 
He shall do well." .... 

Poor doubting souls — 'midst all 
Their close communion with the Saviour, 
They knew not yet. " He spake in parables," 
— So in plain words, the Saviour cried, 
" Lazarus is dead — and that I was not there 
For your sakes I rejoice." — And thus the path 
They take to Bethany. 

The message went, 
But hope was dead— the purple current lagged, 
And every vital function, with Hygeia fled, 
Forsaking Lazarus. — The sisters bend 
Around the dying couch, and with th' tenderest care 
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And child-like gentleness, from the wan cheek 

And marble brow, the moisture wipe 

Of death-like distillation — and ever and anon 

Along the path, where went the messenger, 

Thej look with straíning eyes, if haply they may see 

The Saviour coming, — but still He came not, — 

The listening ear is faint with expectation, 

As each foot-fall came and smote it, and then 

A siranger passed by ; — the heart is sick 

With palpitation, as each hopeful sound 

With disappointment fraught, sank into silence.— 

" Hope deferred" is passing grievous, and the soul, 

Too long buoyed up, with seeming possibilities. 

Alas ! how great the pang, when the sad truth 

That aU is lost, is sent to crush it. 

The da^ passed by, and evening came, 

Friends from Jerusalem flocked in, 

To comfort the afflicted, and *midst them all 

The spirit took its flight, and nought was left 

But the cold clay of the beloved 

And loving Lazarus. 

Now Sol glowed high 
And fiercely on Jerusalem, and when the soul 
Had fled, and left the flesh, a pale 
Cold victim on death's altar, corruption soon 
Commenced its workcarnivorous, and forced the friends 
To speedy burial — so here — the sepulchre 
Was soon prepared — and to his darkened tomb 
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Was Lazarus consigned 

I . Oh ! yfho can tell 
How many darling scliemes, blighted and spoiled, 
Death has embezzled P — How many flow'nng wreaths 
And blooming chaplets, fresh with the hopes 
Of young immortals, the graye has won, 
And with pestiferous breath, destroyed 
And withered them P But when the blast 
Of the Archangers trump shall loudly tell 
To th' astonished universe, that " time is gone^'^ 
Then thoult disgorge ; and Grod Himself shall elaim 
His purchased ones, from 'mongst thy proy ill-gotten, 
Insatiate monster ! infaith we'U wait till thea. 

The Jordan passed, 
The rugged side of Olivet burst on the TÍew, 
And nearer as they drew, the little town 
Became discemible, and many a walk and tree 
Through dliye groYW, and 'neath the spreading syoa- 

more, 
Perhaps the Sayiour saw, which brought to mind 
The image of the one, who now beneath 
The deathly shroud, lay straightened in the graye. 

Wheh Martha heard i 

Of Chrisfs arriyal, she Stayed not long 
Within her domicile, but with the ardour 
Of her ready love, " went forth to meet Him,"— 
<* Lord hadst Thou been here, my brother had not died." 
. . Was this reproach P or was it Jaith 
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That worded Martha*s greeting? Sureit was^/aiíft, 

Mingled with love— for disbelieving soul 

No credence ever gave to Christ's omnipotence. 

Now Mary sat 
Within the house, — in patience waitíng 
For the Lord's approach, — but when she heard 
He called her, she tarried not, 
But ** quicJdy rose, and oame unto Him ;" 
And th' kind friends came following her, 
If haply to the grave she might go weeping. 

Oh ! it is sweet 
In tribulation, to fínd some loving ones 
To sympathize, in whose kind ear 
To pour aloud the heart's o'erflowings, 
And in retum, receive the cordial draughts 
Of consolation. ..... 

When Mary saw the Lord, 
She worshipped Him, and at His/eef cried out, 
" Lord hadst Thou been here,my brother had not died." 
— The Master saw the tears, and " touched with 

feeling 
Of infirmity," " He groaned in the spirit, 
And was troubled." 

He asked the erowd, 
" Where have ye laid him ?" . . . 

" Come, Lord, and see." 

Then « JESUS WEPT !" . ... 
Ye heavy-laden souls, whose hearts are fuU, 
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And nigh to bursting — ^look on these words^ 

Preserved in Holy Writ — and see how pain 

And human misery, touched the loYÍng heart 

Of Incamate Deity. 'Tis here we have 

Indisputable proof, that He paitook 

Of our infírmities, and truly " in all points" 

Was Man as well as God. What could yield 

A pioture so complete, of human frailty 

And dimne relationship, as these two words, 

That <' Jems wept V* Some ancient writer* tells 

How injudicious Christians once expunged 

This yerse from Scripture, seeming to think 

It unbecoming in the Son of Qod to weep. — 

Thank God, 'tis oiít'í,— and by the Spirit's care 

(Who over-ruleth all things) 'tis preseryed 

To U8y who in these latter days, have leamt 

To prize it. . . . . Oh ! if 't were wrong to weep^ 

Why " groan in Spirit P** — if teare became Him not, 

Why was He " troubled ?"— and why therefore show 

Tbe outward semblance of His woe? Precious Lord ! 

" It behoved Thee to suffer, and in all points 

Be like unto Thy brethren :" and now our souls 

Look back upon Thy teqre, and thank Thee mxush. 

. . If Satan storms, and the dark sinning world 

Look angrily, — if trials tempt, and waves 

Of trouble 'whelm us,— if sickness in ourselves 

Or Thy bereaving hand is laid on friend, 

• St. Crysostum. 
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Or kindred : Oh ! then hoW sweet to know 
That Thou didst weep at iriendship's tomb, 
To Lazarus consecrate. 

But why those tears ? 
Kfriend Was gone, and friends were left in sorrow. 
His holy soul was grievously oppressed 
At their affliction, and sympathy flowed forth. 
And will not Christ, who wept o'er Lazarus, 
Mark well the tears of His own purchased ? 
Shall we lookup to Him, who *' groaned aloud/' 
And look in vain f and was His loving mind 
So sensitive, as e'en to move to tears^ 
And will He not regard the broken sighing 
Of the contrite spirit ? Oh ! yes He will — 
The midnight groan, that secret from the heart 
Bursts forth in sorrow — He marks it well ; 
. .The tear that on the couch drops unperceived 
To eartUy eyes, is seen by Him, 
And treasured in " His bottle." — ^Though now exalt 
At the right hand of Sovereign Power, 
Where Hc hath wiped all trace of tears and anguish 
From off all faces -He slill remains 
" The Man of Sorrows," and with grlef acquaint.*' 
Oh ! then thank God, that in oiir Bible version 
These words are left, the God-Man " Jesus wept." 
Yes *' Jesus wept," and those who stood, 
Crowding around Him, marked well those tears ; 
And e'en the Jews (perhaps some who had 8qu.^\. 
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To take His life), were there constrained 

ïo cry " how mugh He loved,'^ Others 

There were, who faith enough had then 

To ask aloud, '< K He, who ope'd the eyes 

Of the poor blind, could not have caused 

That Lazarus should not die P" 

But now they near 

The town of Bethany.^It was a lovely site, 

And full of nature's beauty : the gentle brook, 

The murmuring Kidron, was telling still 

Its plaintive tale, as when King DaTÍd crossed its 

ford 

And fled firom Absalom, and o*er its shining bed 

It glided gracefully, forgetting that it neared 

At every onward ripple, the turbid waters 

Of Lake Asphaltites — ^whilst to the south, 

Though nearly hídden by the mount, there rose 

The heights of Zion, and high hill of Moriah — 

— ^lt was a favored place, for here the Lord retired 

So oft' to pray — and from some summit's height, 

'Twas on ihia mount, He saw Jerusalem 

And wept His lamentation. — Perhaps He ofb' 

Had climed its sides, e'en with the friend 

Whose death He now deplored. 

Oh! 'twas a saddening scene, 

That moumful cavalcade — the sorrowing pair 

Who wept their brother'a loss ; — the mouming fnends 5 

And with loud 'plaints, the discord horrible 

Ofthose hkeá to cry ; and then tYie \oT\g 
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Deep searchíng gaze, of those few anxious ones 

Who watched their Lord, fearing some ill 

From treacherous Jew, or wily enemy 

Would mar the form they loved to gaze upon.— But 

no — 
There is in death, a power that softens down 
All ancient feud — and near the oharnel-hóuse 
Strife is forgotten, and must lay aside 
The festering wounds of hate and malice — 
So here — when at the cave, that formed the grave 
Of sleeping Lazarus — all seemed subdued, 
And friend and kindred joined with silent foe, 
To muse upon the dreary mansion of the dead. 

No tattered 'scutcheon 
Or weather-beaten hatchment, is Jieref to tell 
To passers-by — of the ancestral rights, 
And noble pedigree, of him who slept within — 
... No " storied um,'* or chastely moulded tomb 
Of matchless alabaster, groaning with weight 
Of sculptured mimicry, and boast of heraldry, 
Is needed here, to mark the resting-place 
Of Bethany's sweet son.— The crawd around, 
Veiled in affliction, told the melancholy tale 
Of his young death, and their hearts' sympathy; 
... A cave held the remains, and a hard rocky bed 
Wafs the sole mausoleum of th' departed Lazarus; 
... While for his epitqph, we find thia truth, 
That Godhead, and humanity, alike were >^^vcw^^ 
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Voï ■' Jusus Wfpt." — 

líut hark I that voice..."Takc ye away the stone !*' 
...AVhat! ope' thc sepulchre? and let tbe foul 
And noisomc atmosphere, that from the graye 
Comcs i'orth pestifcrous...taint the pure air 
With breath of gross mortality P . . . 

And why that start 
Of suddcn trcpidation, whcn Martha heard the worda 
" Takc yc away the stone ? " why plead ** that he 
Shc loved so much, must be the prey 
Of th' dark duugeon-worm. . that the vile stenoh 
Of death must be upon him." — Nature recoils 
To gaze on dissolution, and in the sight 
Of living mortal, Ihc grave is horrible, 
And fearfuUy obnoxious 

Ye need not start 

Pale trcmbling onc.the power that said the word 
" Come forth," would never let the grave 
Yield up its treasured hoard, without 'ELeJirst 
Stripped the poor clay, of all its noxious wreaths ; 
Would never let pale death, givc up thc form 
Disfigured and deformed by earthworms' fangs — 
. . The grain of corn that dies, comes forth the hlade, 
And they who dip beneath the Jordan's flood 
Shall leave behind, the slime and sediment 
That clings around them. — Oh ! if thou wilt believe 
Thcn snrely thou shalt see, that God is glorified." — 

But it is sweet 
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To mark the Saviour — though in His eyes 

The tears still glisteii. .they look to heaven — 

His heart though now, breathing with prayer 

Is raised from supplications, and now o'erflows 

With fervent praises. " I thank Thee, Father, Mine, 

That Thou hast heard, and well I know 

Thou ahoays hearest, but for the sake 

Of these, now standing by, I ask, that they 

jNow hearing may believe, that Thou hast sent Me." — 

... Heaven, and earth together mingled here — 

The JÍÍastQr^Spirit, swept the glorious chords 

Of Jesus' heart, and before the praying melody 

Could pass the lips . ^praise and thanksgiving 

Joined the song...and harmony went up to Heaven. 

But lo ! a voice 
<* Lazarus come forth," and then behold the dead 
Wrapped in the swaddling bands and grave-clothes, 
... A spectral sight to see the tenant of the tomb 
Come forth alive . . . ,Authority was there 
And in those words, the Godhead spoke 
And stood unveiled. . . .Death. . at that voice 
Must let the victim rise, from ofiF his " purple altar," 
Mast snap the chain — the adamantine chain^ 
Tbat bound him there...Grave could not hold 
Though all the powers of Hell — together leagued 
In one foul mutiny...at that word "come;^ 
... Sin — the matemal spring, of all our wot 
Her wages could not claim on Lazerus* clay. 
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When Ltizarus' Surcty, with Calvary in view 
Cried out " come forth." 

There stood the dead, 

Bound hand and foot with charnel wrapping^— 
As yct tho living form scarce seemed aliye 
Till riddcu of his trammels. . but the command 
" Loose him and let him go/' then as a scale fell 
The last foul links that bound him unto death— 
Then mark the change...heQlth — forward came 
And o*er his livid face she gaily threw 
Her roseate mantle...hope...with her wand 
Transformed the sunken eye — and in those orbs 
Left a bright sunbeam . . peace — ^lagged not 
But on the pallid lips, she sat cnthroned ; 
And strength — in manhood majesty — ^restrung the 

nervcs 
And o'er the stiffened limb, and straightened sinew 
His vigour threw, and Lazarus stood forth 
A living monument of Christ*s power to save. 

Thus with th' awakened sinner, 
The power of God, cries out " come forth," 
And in thehideous fílthiness of sin 
Fast bound by death, and death's habiliments, 
The 80ul looks on aghast, trembling with dread 
And petrifíed with fear, at the foul sight | 

Of its own loathsomenesss . . , ,but when by love 
Of Deity...thc quickening words 
^' Loose him, and let him go," — are taken homo 
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Byfaith, 'tis then the shackles fall 
And in the heauty of a living soul 
He stands hefore his God a quiekened spirit. 

It was a happy meeting 
When at the social hoard, there once more sat 
The three of Bethany .... 'twas sweet to Lazarus 
No douht, the hlithesome smile, and heaped-up welcome 
Of those he loved,...and manj a question deep 
'Tis like thej asked, conceming his late sojoum 

In the darksome válley Think you he knew 

Death's hoarded secret ?. .or from another state 
Game loaded with accounts of hliss or misery ? 
...Suppose you,that hetold of the keen writhing pang 
That dissolution caused, forcing a separation 
Between that ^'fondly wedded pair/* the soul, and 

hody ? 
— Or from the chamel-house, told dolorous tales 
Of how the slimy worm redundant fed, 
And reyelled 'midst decay of fleshy matter ? 
. . . «He might, perchance, have spake of how the soul 
When severed from the flesh, through viewless space, 
Took its áerial flight, on seraph-wings 
Or chemh pinions home, 'till with the host 
Of angels and archangels, it stood in white array 
Before the golden throne of Heaven's Omnipotent : 
— Or when released, and from the " mortal coil" 
Dissevered and dismemhered, the hellish host 
Of Satan's emissaries, confounded and dismayed^ 
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Fled at the heavenly sigbt of " just man's Bpirit." 

But *tis not wise to raise conjecture 

On bidden mystery, — and Lazarus, perhaps, 
Lefl with his gravecloths, all recoUection 
Of this his life's parenthesis, — and the cold hand 
Ofdeathly despotism had bound in chains 
Returuing memorjr, lest living-ones should know 

The grave's foul secret 

And then the Sisters 'tom 

To tell their tale, — and what a wondrous tale ; 
— ^First, their affliction, when to the narrow tomb 
Their Lazarus was consigned ; — then the accounts 
Of friendly sympathy, and earnest lamentation, 
Awarded voluntary ; — and how to Ohrist 
llieir message went, and His delay 'till death 
And burial told plainly then, that ne'er in life 
On this side Jordan, they could meet again : 
And then His love and tears, and how their '^ hope 
Deferred," in fuU fruition sprang " a tree of life." — 

• . . . Oh ! 'twas a joyful time, 

And many an ardent psalm of pure thanksgiving 
Went up to Heaven that night, — and Martha in her 

zeály 
Forgot not crcature comfort ; but doubtless at their 

board 
Sweet viands spread, to tempt the newly-risen : 
While Mary in her love^ re-told the tale 
Of Christ's affection, and wceping at the tomb ; 
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And how, *midst wond'ring Jews, He proved himself 
* * The Life and Resurrection." 

But JesuscBme not there, 

For unto Ephraim, nigh to the Wilderness, 

He fled that day, to escape the rage 

Of priestly jealousy, and pharisaic-pride, 

And there ahode ;— for till the Jewish-passover, 

His time was not . . . .hut many from that time 

Acknowledged and helieved that the Messiah 

Foretold in hooks prophetical and ancient Pentateuch, 

Had stood unveiled at Lazarus' tomh, 

" The Sent of God." 

Alas ! Jerusalem 
Thou heedest not, when for the last long time 
The Saviour passed thy portals . . . .stiU hlind 
By unbelief, and with the unrent veil 
Within its darkening folds, thy heart enshrouding, 
His recent death, and later resurrection, 
Had not the innate power to rouse thy mind 

From its lethean sleep But never more 

Within thy temple's walls, shall sound the voice 
Of heavcnly love, calling thy treacherous children 
To trust the '* Man of Sorrows'*. . . .Never again 
Along thy crowded streets, thy teeming courts, 
" Highways, and hedges," shall pass the Form 
Devoid of " comeliness," whose very look 
Spread life, and at whose gentle words 
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The legioned host of Satan's emissaries would leave 
The one possessed — and fell disease, in shape 
As multitudinous, would flee its victim 

At that sweet " Be whole.*' 

But now " 'tÍB finished*' 

Alike the ransom work, and golden opportunitj, 
And now thy apathy and silence suUen 
Look ominous, and speak impending woe, 
(As treacherous calms foretel to soher minds, 
The tempest-hurst of long pent hurricanes. — ) 

The curse is on thee Ariel I thou once proud 

city ! 
And on thy towering walls and lofty parapets, 
God hath writ *' Ichabod,"...and from the hour 
When Christ passed out and took His final leave, 
The threatening drops and lowering clouds, hespoke 

The after-storm of God*s just vengeance .,... 

Butyet '^ m wnM 

Have gathered thee, Jerusalem,*' yea as the parent hen, 
Beneath her ample wing, protection grants 
Her scarce fledged brood, '< but ye tvouM not/' 
And now íírom off His feet He shook thy dust 
And left thee guUtless of thy blood. 

Farewell, Jerusalem ! 
Thine image fair, as in thy prosperous days, 
We treasure up, and 'shrine within our hearts ; 
But now, dethroned and humbled to the ground. 
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Thy nation's shame and Judah's wailing plaoe, 
Eating " affliction's bread/' and slaking thy thirst 
With *' water of adversity." . . . Yes, now " the time 
To favour thee has come," and in thy very stones 
And hallowed dust we, weeping, take our pleasure." 

But now the risen Lord 
Has passed the gates, and through the pastured fields 

Had strayed to Bethany. 
Perchance He lingered here, and from the mountain 

height 
Took a last survey of the rebellious city, 
And bathed in liquid light, on aucient Moriah 
There proudly rose the dome of Herod's temple, 
Still more magnifícent than when in pristine state 
By Solomon 'twas consecrate ; whilst far beyond 
The hill of Acre rose, and in the west 
The tow'ring brow of " David's city," the holy Zion ; — 
And there lay Hinnom's vale, the cursed Tophet, 
Where, through the fire, with piercing cries 
The children passed to Moloch, an offering rank 
With foul idolatry . . . .and *neath the hill, 
The valley of Jehoshaphat, where Mahometan and Jew 
Alike predict the final scene of judgment. 

But Jesus paused not Umgf 
But with a sigh of latent love and pity, led 
His choice companions on the road to Bethany — 
How they enjoyed the walk, their newly-risen Lord 
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Again among them, and their whole hearts filled 
With holy calmness,— and then the blessing 
Full, rich, and free, which, with upraised hand, 
Tbe Saviour poured upon them. 

<<But while He blessed'* 
His h( avenly form was parted from them, 
And into heaven, borne by a flood of light, 
He passed from Olivet — yes — while He blessed 
He went— and in that very act He soared 

To meet His full reward . No wonder, tben, 

That the eleven stood with uplifted eyes, 

* Till a bright cloud the M&ster's form eclipsed ; 

llow shorttheir joy, and how acute their grief, 

For the transition state from bliss to woe, 

Ts fuU proportioned iu its downward course 

To beight from which it falls. . . .(for highest ]oy, 

When touched by sorrow's hand, is plunged at once 

To deepest depths of inward misery.) 

But still they watched 
Until two shining ones, clad in Heaven's livery, stood 
And thus their comfort poured: — ** Ye nien, 
Ye loving men of Galilee, why stand ye thus 
Into heaven gazing ? . . . .This same loved Jesus, 
Now wrested from you, in manner líke to this, 
Shall come again," 

We dare not try to trace 
The Saviour's passage to the Father's throne : 
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Thé sacred height sublime, so near the sun, 
Would scorch the brain, and make it downward reel, 
In quick gyrations, as the struck eagle's fall : — 
Nor can we aught conceive, of th' tremendous shout 
Re-echoed through heaven's vault, by countlesa 

throngs 
Of angels and archangels, when th' conquering Yictim 

gained 
The everlasting doors, andpassed "the Kingof Glorj^* 
We dare not thm be wise above the written word, 
But tkÍ8 we know, He entered in humanity. 
Yes— the furrowed back, and scar-bespangled brow, 
The smitten cheek, and wounded hands and feet, 
Went up in company . . . «and God and seraphs saw 
How dire the conflict, by the wounds it left. 
Yes— though He left the cursef as Lazarus left 
His cast-off grave-clothes, yet into heaven He rose 

Clothed in Hisjlesh And now before the throne 

A Suppliant kneels, pleadiiig his riven side, 
As full atonement for the sinner's curse. 

Immanuel ! 
Our fancy oft takes wing, but stays awhile 
To gaze on Bethany . . . . And we remember well 
That once again Thy holy feet shall tread 

The Mount of Olives Hasten the time, 

And let thy glorious work be short in righteousnest — 
Podr out Thy Spirit's wealth on every Church — 
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Draw sinners with the cords of Thy affectíon — 
Let saints stand up, armed in Thy cause, 
As '^ living witnesses/' until that finalday 
Or midnight watch, when, as the armed thief, 

Thou shalt come suddenly and then with happy 

haste 
Our eager souls shall meet Thy quick approach, 
Shall see Thee stand on Olivet, and seeing The« 
ShaU bear Thy image, and thus assimilating 
'* Shall wake up in Thy likeness.** 
How short then our adieu, for only till ihat úm% 
The second adrent, we patient waiting say, 
" Farewell to BETHANY." 



I 
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